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Well, I am sure that you have noticed the change in 
the title of this, the opening column. That is because I 
just thought that "Captain Speaking" was somewhat 
passe now that I have reached the admiralty. More 
about that later, but for now, let us get on with the 
introduction. 

Well, it was a glorious summer for KAG/Kanada! 
We have achieved fame, renown, and glory at many 
different cons and events. Truly, 1991 has been the 
year of the Klingon! You people have earned more 
glory than many who are involved in Star Trek 
fandom - both friends and foes alike - ever expected to. 

;u have done a magnificent job, and the rewards you 
.iave garnered are justly deserved. 

On the subject of cons, you will find a notice in this 
issue concerning Creation Conventions. After some 
careful thought and discussion amongst the members 
of KAG that I have been able to meet with on a 
personal basis, a consensus was reached concerning 
Creation's recent attempts to develop an exclusive 
monopoly on the rights to Star Trek memorabilia and 
such tactics as 'reserved seating' and exclusively 
signed guest stars who would not do appearances 
except at Creation conventions. What has been decided 
upon as a KAG/KANADA policy is that as a group, 
we will practice an 'official' boycott of Creation 
conventions. This means that we will not advertise 
Creation cons, we will not conduct KAG/KANADA at 
creation con, and basically, we will not support a 
Creation Con. 

There is to be no official KAG presence at these 
cons, and KAG/KANADA will not work at/ support 
Creation Cons. On an individual basis, I cannot 
demand that you do not attend Creation cons, but I 
will ask that if you do, do not represent yourself as a 
KAG / KAN ADA representative. Many of you have 
been to Creation Cons and you know just how little is 
provided; the small dealers room; the cattle car 
atmosphere of the guest speakers presentation; and the 
lack of emphasis that is placed on any non-Creation 
activity (such as clubs, etc.) 

All in all, I consider that Creation's attempt to 
monopolize the Star Trek gathering industry will kill 
the fun of conventions that we now experience. After 
all, when was the last time that you saw a masquerade 
or hospitality suite at a Creation Con? Read on and see 
what I mean. 

Finally, I want to take the opportunity that this 
column provides me to say greetings to all the new 
warriors who have joined our ranks. There are 
approximately 130 new KAG troopers reading this 
newsletter who did not belong to KAG/KANADA 
prior to the summer convention tour. I an glad to have 
each of you in KAG, and as to those who ha ve already 
communicated with me by letter know, we have some 


big things coming up for 1992! We are going to blow 
the minds of conventional fandom in the upcoming 
year, and I am glad to have all of you along with us as 
we run wild. I look forward to seeing you at the 
conventions and other activities we will conduct, and 
reading your articles and opinions here in Disruptor! 

Well, that should just about wrap up my welcome 
to issue seven. I know that in the months ahead we 
will blaze a glorious path that others shall follow, so 
read on, and enjoy!! 

/C'Tolx 


K'TAN ZANTAI-DYZALA 



As this issue was going to press, we learned that 
Gene Roddenberry, passed away on the 24th of 
October at the age of 70. The Great Bird of the 
Galaxy left a mark on all of us. As the creator Star 
Trek he was a optimistic visionary who was one 
step ahead of others. Gene provided us with an 
outlet to dream of a better future for ourselves and 
our children. 

Having had the opportunity to meet him on 
SeaTrek '91, I was amazed at the vitality this man 
possessed, despite of the onslaught of several 
strokes and diabetes. He had a great inner strength 
which was evident in the few brief moments I was 
able to speak to him. I won't forget this gentleman. 

He will be missed. But others will carry on his 
dreams and visions well into the future. KAI 
Roddenberry! 

K'Hack 
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I, Admiral K'Tan zantai-Dyzala, by the authority vested in 
me by Thought Admiral Kris epetai-Kurkura, Supreme 
Commander of KAG, announce the following promotions 
and appointments: 

CMDR K'HACK VESTAI KRAUTT TO THAT RANK 
LTCMDR C'HIL VESTAI DEV'WI TO THAT RANK 
LT KOR VESTAI VALKRIS TO THAT RANK AND 
HONOURIFIC 

LT KALAK TAI TAGANAR TO TH AT RANK 
LT KOSEPH TAI MIVYOTLH TO THAT RANK 
LT K'RETAK VESTAI WO'KVEQUANI TO THAT 
RANK 

LT K'ZIN TAI KASARA TO THAT RANK AND 
HONOURIFIC 

LT K'PUT (SHE-OF-NO-LINE) TO THAT RANK 
LT VAYA TO THAT RANK 
LT KAVHI TO THAT RANK 
, LT BARL'AKH TAI WARG TO TFIAT RANK AND 
HONOURIFIC 

LT KAELIN TAI DRAEK'LAGH TO THAT RANK 
AND HONOURIFIC 

LT K'YAR TAI BENIQEJ TO THAT RANK AND 
HONOURIFIC 

LT K'ASHKA TAI FZYA TO THAT RANK AND 
HONOURIFIC 

LT K' ALINE TAI OSTRA TO THAT RANK AND 
HONOURIFIC 

MARINE CAPTAIN MANIK TAI GLYKEMA TO 
THAT RANK 

MARINE LT MOOG TAI GASHTOR TO THAT RANK 
ENSIGN KRAGGER TAI KAASAHN TO THAT 
RANK AND HONOURIFIC 

SGTMAJ VALERIKA K' LORE- VI A TO THAT RANK 
SGTMAJ KIVA TAI PAGHTLHINGAN TO THAT 
RANK AND HONOURIFIC 
SGT KELLY TASHAR TO THAT RANK 

LT KOR VESTAI VALKRIS TO THE POSITION OF 
COMMANDER OF IKV LETHAL FURY 
LT BARL' AKH TAI WARG TO THE POSITION OF 
COMMANDER OF IKV SHADOW FANG 
LT K'YAR TAI BENIQEJ TO THE POSITION OF 
COMMANDER OF IKV BL ACK ODYSSEY 
LT K'ZIN TAI KASARA AS HEAD OF THE 
KLINGQN IMPERIAL KQNSULATE (DIPLOMATIC 
CORP) 

LTCMDR CHIL VESTAI DEV'WI TO THE POSITION 
OF EXECUTIVE OFFICER OF IKV PREDATOR 
LT K'ASHKA TAI FZYA TO THE POSITION OF 
EXECUTIVE OFFICER OF IKV LETHAL FURY 
LT NEILAS TAI SIMPARRI TO THE POSITION OF 
EXECUTIVE OFFICER OF IKV MARAUDER 
LT K'RETAK VESTAI WO'KVEQUANI TO THE 
POSITION OF EXECUTIVE OFFICER OF IKV 
EMPEROR'S FIST 

MARINE CAPTAIN MANIK TAI GLYKEMA AS 
DEPUTY COMMANDER MARINE STRIKE FORCE 
SGTMAJ VALERIKA K'LORE-VIA TO THE 


POSITION OF EXECUTIVE OFFICER OF IKV BLACK 
ODYSSEY 

LT KOSEPH TAI MIVYOTLH TO THE POSITION OF 
EXECUTIVE OFFICER OF IKV SAVAGE ASSAULT 

TWO NEW DESTROYERS HAVE BEEN 
COMMISSIONED AS PART OF THE KAG/KANADA 
FLEET: 

IKV SHADOW FANG (D-18C DESTROYER) 

IKV AUDACIOUS (D-14B DESTROYER) 

ANNOUNCEMENT #1 

Three new recipients of the Klingon Achievement 
Decoration (K.A.D.) have been announced: 

CMDR K'HACK in recognition of his service on behalf 
of KAG/KANADA at our convention tables in the last 
year and in the production of The Disruptor! 

LTCMDR C'HIL for his outstanding work at Tour of 
The Universe during Toronto Trek V. 

SGTMAJ VALERIKA for her exceptional work with 
the Food Drive Campaign in the Toronto Area. 

WELL DONE TO ALL THREE OF THESE NOBLE 
WARRIORS! 

ANNOUNCEMENT #2 

New guidelines have been established for members 
of BATTLE GROUP/KANADA. This has become 
necessary as so many KAG troopers are earning 
positions within the Battle Group. Effective 
immediately the following guidelines will be used to 
determine your status within BATTLE 
GROUP/KANADA: 

Attended 1 - 4 events - BATTLE WARRIOR 

Attended 5-12 events - BATTLE LEADER 

Attended 13 or more events - BATHE MASTER 

This will allow us now to provide a better level of 
recognition to those members of KAG/Kanada who 
are always turning out to attend events and spread the 
glories of KAG. Suggestions are being considered as 
to the issuing of certificate of merit denoting your 
advancement in the Battle Group, but such plans are 
still in the formative stage. 

ANNOUNCEMENT #3 

KAG be alert! We have a new enemy on our borders! 
A group of Romulans who call themselves the 
Rihannsu Universal Forces are starting to appear at 
various events, and in the case of the Tour of the 
Universe, even went so far as to ride on the coattails of 
our brave KAG warriors and follow after ustyhile we 
blazed the way and earned the kill stripes. All 
Encounters with the Rihannsu Universal ForcesFare to 
be reported to KAG/Kanada Headquarters 
immediately . Are they allies? Are they our most 
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deadly foe? 

This remains to be seen! 

ANNOUNCEMENT #4 

Just in case anyone out there has forgotten why we 
Klingons are on Earth, it is to take over. But what is 
the good of taking over a planet with no life on it? In 
an effort to ensure that there will always be something 
alive on this dirtball for us to rule, a group of Earthers 
known as The Animal Defense League of Canada 
works to preserve the lives of the various forms of 
animals that may be found on Earth. One of the ways 
this organization funds itself is by recycling used 
postage stamps from all over the world and selling 
them in lots to stamp wholesalers. Since it is in the 
best interest of the Empire to ensure that we have lots 
of animals around to feel superior over, I am 
forwarding all stamps I receive to: 

Mrs Esther Klein 
Unit 33 J 

1958 Jasmine Crescent 
Gloucester, Ontario 
K1J 7W1 

Now, I cannot, and would not, order any of you to 
pass your used stamps to these nice people, but since 1 
am bound to receive a thank-you letter, which is likely 
to mention the names of contributors, let us just say 
that like Santa Claus, I will know who has been 
naughty and who has been nice! NUFF SAID!! 

ANNOUNCEMENT #5 

The deadline for the next Disruptor is November 
25th, 1991. 

This is so that we can get the January issue to you 
on time. 

ANNOUNCEMENT #6 

As the final announcement, I am pleased to 
announce the total and final destruction of StarFleet 
Command's Starbase Ten! Yes my warriors, Starbase 
Ten is no more, completely destroyed, wiped out, 
removed a dead thing, to be discarded, it no longer 
exists!! Well done to all who took part in the 
destruction of this enemy to the Empire! Effective 
immediately, I order the issue of a kill stripe bearing 
the following "SFC Starbase 10 - 9110.01" be awarded 
to the following ships: 

IKV Havoc 
IKV Savage Assault 
IKV Black Odyssey 
Marine Strike Force 

Let the destruction of Starbase 10 serve as an 
example to other enemies of KAG of what they may 
expect! Well dope my warriors! 

/C 7a.n \ 

K'TAN ZANTAI-DYZALA 




CHIEF PRINT 
LACKEY'S REPORT 
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Since my last report. I'm pleased to say that for 
most of the submissions I've received have 
followed my instructions from the last issue. This 
tells me two things! 1) you are reading the fine 
print and 2) you are obeying my instructions. 
Both are good signs. 

Sometimes I wonder if anyone reads what I've 
written. Enough said! 

Well, in this issue, we have a large number of 
articles from first time contributors to The 
Disruptor! This is most glorious. 

It illustrates that the is talent out there that we 
have not heard from before. Let 7 s hear from those 
of you who have not contributed. The fall and 
winter months are slow months in KAG in terms 
of activity. It is only through The Disruptor that 
we can tell just who is active. 

Since I'm the SLJO, I know what's going on in 
KAG in terms of membership, new 
establishments, etc. This brings me to mention 
that here in KAG/KANADA, we have an Imperial 
Konsulate headed by the most capable hand of Lt 
K'Zin tai-Kasara. If any of you wish to be part of 
the Konsulate, please contact her. (See Address in 
Directory under Klingon Imperial Konsulate.) 1 
know some of you have a desire to do so. 

This issue also includes a general 
KAG/KANADA Directory. The reason being that 
this is the last free issue for the membership. 

This way at least if you cannot afford to pay the 
subscription price, you can still contact other 
members in the organization. If I've managed to 
misspell your name and that's not hard with 238 
names to juggle, please let me know and I will 
rectify it ASAP. 

There are also Force Recon cards for those who 
are new and those who have changed ranks. Of 
course that is assuming you have a FULL Klingon 
name. So if you want your free membership card, 
please let us know what your Klingon name is. 
These should be out to you around the same time 
as this Disruptor. It will all depend on when the 
Ship/Group leaders send them out after I send the 
cards to them. 

Enjoy this issue, there won't be another one out 
until '92! 

K' Lori -Ann 
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that he represents or did represent, in a positive light. 
My comments were intended in a humourous vein, 
and I felt that in that particular context, it would be 
acceptable. You are correct of course, that in no 
context and under no conditions could the actions of 
Adolf Hitler and his forces be acceptable. It was a 
thoughtless act on my part, and I can assure you, it 
will not be repeated. I thank you for bringing this 
sensitive point to my attention. My purpose in starting 
the D1SRUPTOR was merely to entertain, and 1 thank 
you for keeping my mind firmly aware of that point. I 
assumed that no offense would be taken. I was wrong. 


You have my word that such an occurrence will not 
happen again. 


Here is a very small sample of the mail that we have been 
receiving in respect to The Disruptor. Keep writing in and 
may be your letter, too, will adorn these glorious pages. 

From Cpl Korital Tai-Kensai, Montreal, Que: 

To the Editor; 

I have just finished perusing your latest issue of 
THE DISRUPTOR! . Most of the articles and 
information in it was top notch. I feel, however, that I 
must take offense at one notation in your "credits 
box", specifically, "Could have been a Klingon - Adolf 
Hitler" 

The Klingons are a race of warriors, not of butchers. 
We live for battle, and seek to dominate the weak, this 
we proudly admit. To attempt to hunt down, and 
systematically destroy an entire people for no reason 
save that they exist is an action unworthy of the lowest 
Kuve in a Klingon Household. There is no honour in 
murdering civilians, particularly children, nor in 
torturing people whose sole offense is that they 
continue to survive. That the esteemed editor of this 
publication should seek to honour such a man is 
beyond belief. Should we next accord this title of 
respect to the Romulan Scum responsible for the 
Kittamar outrage? 

A fair number of my ancestors were slain by this 
man (Adolf Hitler), because of him denied even the 
right to a final burial. I have visited the sites where 
their very names were expunged, and I have heard 
them cry out to me for vengeance. 

In their names, and for their honour, I, Korital Tai- 
Kensai, demand a full apology for this outrage, and an 
oath that the illustrious editor be more careful in the 
future. 

EDITOR'S RESPONSE: 

You have my profound and sincere apologies for 
the flippant entry in DISRUPTOR #6. Rest assured, it 
was not the intention of myself, who thought of the 
entry, nor any member of the DISRUPTOR staff that 
we should attempt to show Adolf Hitler or anything 


FROM LTCMDR KA'AR, AUSTRALIA: 

Greetings Fellow Warriors! 

Thank you for your warm welcome to KAG! 
Definitely like the DISRUPTOR - good magazine. 
We'd love to have back issues if you have any to 
spare... Well this letter is getting long, so I will finish 
with the phrase that is the catch-cry of the line Runtaaj 
- ONLY TRUST YOUR BLADE!! 

FROM KANAH IN KAG/USA: 

Disruptor Staff: 

I have a comment on your book reviews. While 
they cover the pocket novels (and I don't always agree 
with you), how about reviewing the comic books? 
Other than that, you are doing okay. 

I hope DISRUPTOR will publish for a long time. 

FROM ANIMAL DEFENSE LEAGUE OF CANADA: 

Dear Captain zantai-Dyzala; 

We deeply appreciate your support! On behalf of 
the animals, our sincere thanks for sending us your 
used stamps. 

Yours truly, 

Mrs. J. Blair 
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Recently, the rec.arts.startrek (RAS) discussion group on the USENET international computer news 
network (dedicated to our favourite SF TV show) was informed of a number of alarming news about 
Creation Conventions, the business-run counterparts to fan-run conventions like this one. From wha: 
was said, it seems that Creation is expanding its attempts to corner the Star Trek Convention marker 
Below are some of the messages to RAS which outline the latest news (slightly edited for this flyer): 


From: tmuiTay^socrates. umd.edu (tony murray) 

Subject: Important: Regarding CREATION cons... 

Summary: creations conventions dirty ploy 
Keywords: conventions 
Date: 14M91 20:07:10 GMT 

Organization: University of Maryland, University College 

At tire Shore Leave 13 convention, I learned about something I have 
not seen posted here (if something was said, I missed it): The people who run 
Creation Cons are trying to sign the stars of both series to EXCLUSIVE 
contracts, so that they would appear at (and ONLY at) Creation Conventions. 

Creation Cons are run for profit. They have one (cheezy) dealer room 
and ONE activity room which mostly shows old episodes. On the other hand, 
fan-club-run conventions are usually non-profit. For Shore Leave, at least, the 
proceeds (if there are any) go either to charity or into the pool for the next con. 

You folks can figure it oul If Creation signs all the stars to exclusive 
contracts, the fan -run cons can’t get them and they then don’t get the 
attendance... they fail Meanwhile, since Creation is the only place fans can sec 
the stars, Creation gets all the business I don’t know about you, but I would 
MUCH rather patronize non-profit cons (which seem to be better run and more 
interesting anyway) than for-profit ones run by people who don’t really care 
about ST, just about making a buck. 

Michael Dom said he will not sign sudi a contract if he is directly 
approached. He said that Marina Sirtis has signed, but he doesn’t know about 
the other TNG cast members. George Takei said that that kind of contract goes 
against much of what he feels Star Trek is about, so he will never sign such a 
contract. 

If you care about this, write to Creation telling them how you fceL 
More importantly, don’t go to their cons. That’s the clearest way of showing 
them how you feel. If anyone is interested in finding ways to protest this 
abominable ploy of Creation's, let me know and I’ll contact the folks at STAT to 
sec what they suggest we do. 

From: [ Name deleted - ed ] 

Subject: Creation Cons’ dirty dealings 
Date: 1 5 Jul 9 1 19:17:44 GMT 
Organization: CIT, Cornell University 

Hi all. I just got back from Shore Leave 13, and one of the big 
buzzwords there was Creation. Creation conventions, in addition to putting on 
what are, I’m told, pretty lame conventions, is now beginning to take action that 
impliesthat they may be trying to comer the market on Star Trek conventions. 

Creation has signed a licencing argeement with Paramount whereby 
they provide dealers at their cons with iiscenced material, and will not allow 
dealers there to sell urdiscenced pnxlucts. They also have claimed that they will 
take steps to enforce their liscence both at their own cons and at other cons! 
Fortunately, the Kreation Kops did not show up to shut down Shore Leave this 


year. For the record, Creation is not the only provider of officially Iiscenced Su* 
Trek products; there is also a company called Lincoln Enterprises, a fact which :s 
rumored to have caused much embarrassment for a certain employee c: 
Paramount (whose initials may or may not spell the name ofan Egyptian Scr 
God) who tried to shut down a dealer for selling non -Creation stuff at a rece-.: 
con... Now, this is something which is within Creation’s legal, and possibly ever, 
ethical rights (but it docs deprive the fans of access to some speculative products 
not available through iiscenced dealers), but here comes the doozey: Creaiicr 
has been approaching stars, particularly Next Generation sun, and asking there 
to sign EXCLUSIVE contracts. [ Repeated information about Dom, Sirtis, an: 
Takei deleted - ed ] This has got a lot of fans and dealers ticked off, and then: 
arc numerous Creation boycotts in effect. If this ticks you off as well, somt 
things you might like to do arc... 

^ Boycott Creation cons (I’ve never been to one, but I’m told they’re 
not worth it anyway). 

* Tell you; friends! Most diehard fans have already learned abou: 
this in one way or another, by Creation may still prosper on the money g leant: 
from dabblers who haven’t been to fan-run cons. 

* Write to Creation and tell them exactly what you think of the.: 
tactics and what you plan to do about it. 

* It may be to late for this, but you might w-ant to write to the sun 
and ask them not to sign. Sending hate mail to Marina would be rude, and no. 
serve any useful purpose. 

Part of what makes free enterprise work is consumers who are willing 
to tell producers who do things they don’t like to go screw. Hopefully, we car. 
make an impart, on Creation that will make them think twice about jerking the 
fans around in the future. 


From: meg5184@maple.njiLe.du (Starman) 

Subject: Re: Creation Cons’ dirty dealings 

Date: 15 Jul 91 21:13:24 GMT 

Organization: New Jersey Institute of Technology 

Creation cons have gone downhill. I must say that at one point, I ha: 
no inkling of other types of conventions. It wasn’t until I got a news account that 
I did. Regardless, now that I know there’s something else out there, I may try 
something new. Here’s why: 

* Reserved seating. Who the HELL made this up? You pay SSS for 
was it $$S$?) for two days and you get seats as close as they can put you. The 
first time this happened, I freaked. Why? ’Cause I got there at 6am to get gooc 
seats only to be shoved back 15 morel At the Shatner con I was still 15 rov.‘ 
back, but also 12 isles stage left. They FORCE you to buy TWO days worth of 
tickets. This really sucks IMHO [ In My Humble Opinion - ed ] and I thirk 
should be eradicated. 

[ Other, more typical complaints about poor programing, scheduling, and dealers 
rooms at Creation deleted - ed] 


If Creation Conventions gets their way - total control of merchandise and actors - conventions like 
Toronto Trek will become almost impossible to run. And with such blatant money-grabbing ploys as 
"reserved seating" and "full-weekend memberships only”, the fans are only going to loose out 
Fortunately, actors like George Takei and Michael Dom are not co-operating, but we must let 
Creation and those actors who have or might sign on with Creation know how we feel as well! 

BOYCOTT CREATION! 
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Another two ships of KAG/USA have made 
contact with KAG/Kanada. 

They are: 

IKV BRIGHT SHIELD 

CREW COMPLEMENT: 

Current: 4 and Commander 

Maximum: 10 

CREW: 

Commander: Kristosh tai-val-GhojwT, Lt, Human 
Fusion 

Science/Medical: Karana val GhojwT, Cpl, Human 
Fusion 

WEAPONS/NAVIGATION: 

K'tina val-GhojwT, Corporal, Human Fusion 
> SECURITY: 

Krang taj-Ho, Corporal, Imperial Klingon 
SPEED: 


ship's events. We are looking to expand to about 15 
members — enough to be effective and yet still retain 
the closeness that results from working together on a 
small ship. 

We hold regular meetings, at which we discuss 
ship's business and share information of interest to our 
members. One of the projects we are working on is 
designing Klingon uniforms for the crew. We have 
found that it is of the utmost importance that the vest 
not be too tight. This may be unsubstantiated,but we 
have found out that when Galron removes his vest his 
eyes no longer bug out! 

Adopting the philosophy that "only a fool fights in 
a burning house", we have decided to focus our efforts 
on the environment, without which any battle we 
attempt would be doomed to failure. 

Our first mission has been to collect cash register 
receipts from local supermarkets, for which the Buffalo 
zoo gets money — and we get noticed! 


Cruising Speed: Warp 5.5 
Emergency Speed: Warp 7.5 
Maximum Speed: Warp 9.3 
MISSION: 

To contact all Klingons and Fusions located on the 
planet Terra, third planet from the star Sol. 


I hope that by introducing Victory Bound to you 
like this, we will be able to forge closer ties between us 
and you, our Canadian counterparts. Together we 
serve the Empire— Success! 

KOLTAS, 1st Officer 

IKV Victory Bound 


GOAL: 

To contact and receive 
reply from all members of 
KAG and its Divisions 

If you would like to 
help us in our goal,or just 
write to one of our crew, 
please send a letter to: 

Kristosh tai-val-GhojwI' 
c/o Amy Bittenbender 
921 Bunker Place 
Sioux Falls, SD 
57103-6183 USA 

IKV VICTORY BOUND 

The Victory Bound is 
affiliated with KAG/USA 
in the Buffalo/Niagara 
area. The Captain and 
one other crew member 
live in Lockport, Niagara 
County, New York, while 
the rest of our members 
are from Buffalo and the 
surrounding suburbs. At 
present, we have eight 
members, of whom five 
actively participate in 



KALUK TAKES CHA 


SIGH!~V , 


S DON’T CARE 
IF I AM THE 
SHORTEST CAPT. 
IN THE FLEET - 
1 STILL GIVE 
THE ORDERS 
AROUND HERE! 
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A CAPTAIN'S SHIP 

Humming, Thrumming. 

These are the sounds. 

The sounds of my ship. 

I am the Captain, 

Hearing them all. 

I can discern. 

Every knock, thump, or squeak. 

Tire change from impulse. 

To Warp. 

Is like a change 
In the beat of my heart. 

It is as though, 

I am my ship. 

In the end, I will go down. 

With my ship. 

In the end, 

I am my ship. 

Lt Kristosh tai-val-GhojwI' 
CO/IKV Bright Shield 

GLORY 

Battle cries 
Ring in my ears 
Although I'm hurt. 

No time for tears 

I must press on 
Battle is all 
In my burning blood 
Screams a warrior's call 

People falling 
Right and left 
Only those survive 
Who are crafty and deft 

I have lived 
Through this before 
And full-scale death 
Is what's in store 

This is my element 
I am at home 
In stinking death and 
Blood to roam 

Condemnation 
Seems unfair 
After all, we all live 
In Death's lair 


Tlhlngan peD Ha'DIbaH © 1991 K'Hack Kraut: 


As untrue as 
It may seem, 

I worship War and 
Tortured Scream 


Tho' both are mean 
And ruthless gods 
The peaceful compare them to 
Scourging rods 


These the}' are not 
For tho' they're cruel, 

"To Die is to have Honour" 
Is their grandest rule 


Karana val-GhojwI' 
Lance Corporal 
Medical /Science Officer 
First Officer 
IKV Brightshield. 


Several KAG Maine Raiders with a new 
giant recruit a.k.a. K'Paul Bunyan 
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Kuhne, Klingon commander of the IKV Reaver, one 
of the newest ships in the Imperial Fleet, was bored to 
death. Worse, his posture broadcasted the boredom to 
every man and woman on the bridge, who responded 
accordingly. To say that deportment on the bridge was 
relaxed would be an understatement. He had taken 
this command because it had promised a certain 
amount of prestige and excitement. However, except 
for the untimely shutdown of the intercoolers on the 
new engine during speed trials, and being engaged by 
a squadron of their own vessels, who mistook them for 
an enemy ship, the past thirty days had been entirely 
uneventful. 

Still, these thirty days were at an end and the ship 
was now swiftly approaching Battle Station 33 where a 
cloaking device waited to be retrofitted to the Reaver, 
and where he was to pick up the remaining 100 of his 
' 260 person crew. More importantly, there would be 
the diversions of personal combat, the conquest of 
females, and late nights at the bar among men of like 
mind. At the thought of womanly delights, he glanced 
to his right at his sensor officer. A human fusion like 
himself, she was of excellent proportion, hard and 
strong and one of the few on the bridge to conduct 
herself in a 'proper military manner'. Once again, he 
didn't quite catch her watching him, but he knew she 
had been. 

Rumour had it that she did not care for men, or for 
women either as she remained equally cold and 
distant toward both sexes, and yet in the seven days 
since her arrival on the bridge, she had been watching 
him, observing him. So either she was an Imperial spy, 
placed to watch and/or evaluate his actions, or she 
had some hidden agenda of her own. This didn't so 
much bother him as it intrigue him — anything to break 
the monotony. 

"Sir, an incoming signal from BS-33," announced 
the ensign who acted as communications officer. More 
new blood. 

He brought himself erect in his chair and, fixing his 
face in a suitable Klingon expression, nodded curtly to 
the ensign. 

Immediately a view of space and the approaching 
station was replaced by the face and upper body of a 
full blooded Imperial Klingon, the station commander. 
Gods, he hated Imperials, they considered themselves 
so damn superior. 

"Ah, Commandant. We should be arriving in one 
hour, at this — " began Kuhne, before the man on the 
screen cut him off. 

"You will not be arriving at all," he opened with a 
snarl. 

"Your orders have been changed. We have lost 
contact with two of our patrol vessels, light destroyers. 


along the Romulan border. 

Their last location is being downloaded now." 
Kuhne shot a glance at the ensign, who nodded in 
confirmation. "Their last communications were 
standard reports and there was no indication of any 
confrontation, yet they can no longer be contacted. 
You are to take your vessel and investigate." 

"Commandant," Kuhne began carefully, "this 
vessel has been conducting endurance trials and 
requires a complete systems check as well as 
equipment and crew waiting at your station. 
Furthermore, this vessel is extremely valuable, and in 
our present condition, might be lost should—" Again 
he was interrupted. Imperials always interrupted. 

"You have your orders. Commander, and you are 
expected to carry them out!" shouted the station 
commandant and then, with a sneer, "See if you can at 
least act like a Klingon." The screen, went dark, then 
filled with the approaching station as Kuhne leapt 
from the chair. He appeared beside himself with rage 
at this slur, his entire body seemingly filled with the 
tension of his fury. 

"You want a Klingon, you son of an Imperial 
whore!" he shouted at the projected station. Swept by 
Kuhne's emotional storm, the appearance of the bridge 
crew was transformed to that of seasoned 
professionals awaiting their Captain's orders. "Raise 
shields! Arm all weapons! Increase velocity to attack 
speeds! Range to target?" 

All orders were quickly acted upon except for the 
request for range. 

Kuhne's eyes, like twin red stars, turned on his 
Sensor Officer. She was just sitting there, mouth 
hanging open, staring at him. "Report, damn you!' 
She started, as if coming awake, and turned to her 
console. 

"Range: 150,000 Kellicams! Bearing 011 - 7. Target 
has no shields or weapons armed." she said. 

"Excellent. Fire torpedoes!" Two small suns 
suddenly appeared on the screen and leapt towards 
the distant station. Seconds passed as twin deaths 
swiftly approached the unprepared complex to strike 
the central cluster just below the command dome. He 
could almost see the Commandant's face as he realized 
that the ship he had slurred was moving to the attack; 
the sense of disbelief as the torpedoes sped from their 
bays towards his facility; the futile order to alert status. 
Finally he could see, and relish in, the death of this 
arrogant Imperial Targ and his command crew as they 
were blasted into the arms of Fek'L^r! ... 

TO BE CONTINUED! 
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The continuing stories of Corporal K'Boom tai- 
Deeayh 

Cpl. K'Boom exploded into the room on his way to 
meet Captain K'runch. "I tracked down the criminals, 
the dreaded Klingon-Ferengi halfbreed twins, K'ash 
and Keri. I had them in my grasp until Cpl. Klutz 
interfered, allowing the criminals to escape, for which 
Colonel K'ill executed him on the spot." 

"Keshe!", shouted Captain K'runch, gnashing his 
teeth in anger. "Those two are serial killers. They've 
already claimed Cpl. Krispex and Major Mucilix. 
Capture them!", he commanded, "No capitulation." 
K'Boom departed with a bang. 

Inspectors Kluless and K'ayto of K.I.S.S. (Klingon 
Internal Security Service) overheard the exchange on 
their security monitor. 

Said Kluless, "Perhaps we should keep this 
corporal under constant surveillance. He may be 
keeping something from us." 

Cpl. K'Boom transported down to Kru'l World to 
calculate his next move. The criminals, K'ash and 
Keri, had already claimed another victim, killing 
Captain Korrn vestai Flakes in the middle of his 
breakfast. After cleaning out Korrn' s credits, they 
quickly moved on to their rendezvous with their 
marine molls, Mixx and M'aatch. 

The coroner, Cpl. Korps was waiting for K'Boom in 
the laboratory with his pathology report. Showing 
K'Boom the body, he stated, "Here's the latest one, 
courtesy of K'ash and Keri. All three victims had their 
hearts carved out with a spoon." In confusion, 
K'Boom queried, "Why a spoon?". Countered Korps, 
casually, "Because a spoon hurts more than a levek". 
Korps then turned to the communication panel where 
he pressed the controls, 

"Have Private Karkass take this body to Corporal 
Kript for cremation." 

Kluless and K'ayto, disguised as cleaners, 
eavesdropped on K'Boom's conversation with Korps. 
"Perhaps we can solve this case before K'Boom can 
claim the credit for KISS.", commented K'ayto 
covertly. 

After Korps had departed, K'Boom went to the 
comm console to contact Captain K'runch. "Corporal 
K'Boom calling. Captain. I believe I have discovered a 
pattern to these Imperial serial killings. Your consort, 
K'Koko Krispy and yourself are in danger...." 

Meanwhile, K'ash and Keri were out for Major Kixx 
(their next victim). 

{This corny story was coined during the ride back 
from Toronto Trek V by Lt. Khoztyah, Lt. Neilas, Sgt. 


Kargut and Sgt M'Tchuis. 

It began as we tried to assist Sgt M'Tchuis choose a 
suitable Klingon name. We challenge other readers oi 
the Disruptor to finish this story, and then, come up 
with new cases for K'Boom. 


Our apologies in advance to anyone if we have 
inadvertently included your Klingon name in our 
story.] 



Oh No... The Klingons ore going to 
be mean to me! 


Mr Bill the Feddie © 1991 K'Hwynn Wodlecj'nuk & 
K'Retak Wo'Kvequani 
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Is He Really The Warrior Of Your Dreams? 


When he knows you are coming to his cabin he: 

(a) pushes the junk off his bed, and wears the 
cleanest of his dirty laundry. 

(b) he puts spiny objects all over the place 
so there is no place to sit but on his 
lap. 

(c) he turns out the light to hide 
the mess and plays grope in the 
dark. 

(d) his place is immaculate. There is 
no hair in the sink. 


At a party he: 

(a) spends most of the time 
talking shop with the boys,and 
occasionally smolders across the 
room at you. 

(b) wears huge Saida horns on his 
boots as a come-on to all the females 

(c) confiscates most of the food, 
and sneaks you into his 
quarters for a private party. 

(d) spends most of his 
time tidying up and 
fussing with his 
hair. 


K'Put 


On duty he: 

(a) ignores you. 

(b) puts a whoopi 
cushion under the 
fanny of the 
Second in 
Command. \ 

(c) does hi^ 
duty to the 
best of his 
abilities. 

(d) has the 
shiniest 
console on 
the ship. 


$ 

# 


When you 
leave his 
cabin 
after 


some 

torrid moments he: 

(a) does a quick check up of ship's business. 

(b) promises to return your underwear when he is 
finished with it. 

(c) loans you his father's knife so you have to see him 
later to return it. 

(d) flosses his teeth, and begins the laundry. 


How he explains his favourite pet. 

(a) he has no favourite pet. 

(b) he claims that his Saurian Slime Devil enhances sex. 

(c) You are his favourite pet. 

(d) pets are too messy, carry diseases.... 


the 


He responds to your love nips and scratches 
by: 

(a) he loses his place in the poem. 

(b) does not wear a shirt for three days, and coats 
the wounds with iodine to enhance their appearance. 

(c) giving a few of his. 

(d) claims he has been scarred for 
life. 

If you answered mostly 

(a) Don't get too serious 
about him, 
because he not 
too serious 
about you. 

(b)This fun 
loving guy is 
good for some 
laughs, but 
that is all 
he's good 
for. 

(c) You can 
take him 
home to 
Mom, but 
be careful 
she doesn't 
steal him 
from you. 

(d) Is this 
warrior really a 
Klingon? Run in 
other 
direction. 
He will 
make 
you 
com b 


your 
hair. 
He is 

probably 
a part time 

postal clerk, who lives most of the time with his 
mother. 
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SOCIETY OF IMPERIAL LINEFAMILY KLINSISTERS 

(SILK) 


t 



A society whose goal is to promote fellowship between family Lines within 
the Klingon Empire through female operatives. 

This society is not a p e npal service . Participants should be willing to 
give and receive high levels of quality corrmunication and deep sharing. 

The founders of SILK wish to share with other Klinsisters their experience 
of certain benefits : 

Release of stress 
Emotional outlet 
Sisterly bonding 

High levels of intelligent conversation 
Softening of prejudices 

DO NOT APPLY if you: 

Are easily offended 

Wish to talk but not listen 

Do not have time to share 

APPLY if you: 

Welcome opinions and ideas that differ from your own 

Wish to explore your womanhood 

Are willing to give and receive fellowship 

Total secrecy from those outside SILK, regarding its operations and 
activities, is required all applicants; this also serves to protect the privacy 
of its members. 

THE COVERT MISSION OF SILK OPERATIVES: 

Even more so in these days of Rcmulan and Federation subversion and 
insinuation into the Klingon culture and government, bloodfeuds and infighting 
between Linefamilies only serves to weaken the ESnpire. 

We strive for meaningful corrmunication between the various Linehouses , so 
diverse in power, politics, religious beliefs and tradition; so alike in that 
their blood is tlhingan and that they wish glory and victory for the Empire . 

Your covert mission is to be alert for hostilities between our great and 
noble Linehouses and discourage infighting and strife, which would better be 
directed upon the alien hoards. 

For the Empire and all its Linehouses, we stand apart, yet together! 


Our Motto: "SILK over steel" 
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SILK DECLARATION AND QUESTIONNAIRE 


"I, a Klingon woman, undersigned do hereby accept the duties of a SILK operative. 
I am willing to accept, provide and promote high levels of quality 
coirmunication , understanding , learning , teaching and deep sharing with my 
Klinsister Co-Agent. I resolve to support my Klinsister Co-Agent, listen to her 
problems, have compassion, to do all in love and with the protective instinct of 
a Klingon woman for her sister. I make a commitment on this date to work toward 
the increase of my Co- Agent ' s confidence, happiness, self-worth, strength, 
aggressiveness and ferocity to the glory of the Klingon Empire." 

SILK makes no guarantees as to result or quality of experience. What a 
Klingon puts into it will determine benefits. It all depends on you! 

SILK will attempt to provide a minimum of compatibility screening between 
sister-pair operatives . 

RETURN THIS SHEET WITH A SASE. 

************************************************************************ ******** 

COMPLETE KLINGON NAME: 

(include present rank) 

RACE: 

COMPLETE MAILING ADDRESS: 


AGE: SINGLE / MARRIED / DIVORCED / SEPARATED (circle one) 

HOBBIES/ INTERESTS: 


KLINGON RACE PREFERENCE : 


AGE PREFERENCE: 


I want to explore with my Klinsister (circle all that apply) : 
PROBLEMS POLITICS HEALTH 

RELIGION PSYCHOLOGY EXERCISE 

SEX MARRIAGE FAMILY 

LONELINESS WEIGHT LOSS MEN 

PERSONAL DEVELOPMENT LITERATURE/ARTS 
OTHER ( state ) : 


I would prefei my Klinsister ’ s location to be (circle one): 

IN MY STATE OUTSIDE MY STATE DOESN'T MATTER 

I do not wish to correspond at this time, tut add my name in support of your 
plans toward the furtherance of friendship between Linehouses (check) : 


SIGNATURE: DATE: 

MAIL TO: Valor ie A. Hamm 

P.0. Box 662 OR 

Van Nuys, CA 91408 


Gail Wilson 

Box 130, Route 2 

Eldridge, MO 65463 


■■■ * 
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KLINGON BIOCOMMUNICATOR 
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On Stardate 9105.21, the Communications Section 
of the Klingon High Command issued the Klingon 
Biocommunicator to all Klingons who showed an 
interest in wearing it on their sashes. It is based on the 
design of a gold Imperial symbol with a silver triangle 
in the background. Inside the unit is a biosensor that 
monitors the vital signs and communicates the 
information to the ship's computer. 


deeply into the plastic.) Then remove the inner tape 
within the design. 

#7 Now spray paint Gold into the design of the 
Imperial Symbol (follow precautions of STEP #1). 

#8 After waiting 3 hours for the paint to dry, place the 
Triangle template onto the design. (Try to make it 
match up to the picture.) 


This is the state of advancement of Klingon #9 Draw in the triangle onto the tape and then remove 
technology. template. (Sidenote: Don't mark over the gold paint!) 


MAKE YOUR OWN 

With my past experience with plastic, I had decided 
to make my own biocommunicator for my honour 
sash. (Other items on your honour sash can be made 
in the same manner. With a little imagination, a lot 
can be made.) The reason I made the background a 
triangle, is that a circle is hard to construct well on 
plastic. (Besides, it looks nice!) The article below are 
the steps I did to make my own. 

You Need 

2 - Photocopies of the Klingon Biocommuncator design 
1 -6"x8" 0.060 plastic sheet (I used railroad model 
plastic) 

1 - Can of Gold spray enamel (#1244) 

1 - Can of Silver spray enamel (#1246) 

1 - Masking Tape (wider the better) 

1 - Sharp X-acto knife 
1 - Can of (glossy or matte) Picture Varnish 
1 - Metal or a good wooden ruler 

STEPS - Relax and don't rush the work! 

#1 Spray paint the plastic sheet Silver. (Sidenote: Spray 
in a well ventilated area and follow the instructions on 
the can.) 

#2 With the two photocopies, make two templates. 
One of the Imperial symbol and one of the triangle 
(that way you can do the design as often as you wish.) 
This can be done by taping the photocopy to a thin 
piece of cardboard and cut the design into the card. 

#3 After waiting 3 hours, place masking tape over the 
silver sheet (I had used a 2" tape, so I used two strips 
together, one overlapping the other). 

#4 Cut the strip of plastic that is covered with tape 
away from the rest of the plastic. (That way when you 
do STEP #7 you will not get any on the non-covered 
plastic.) 

#5 Place the Imperial Symbol template over the tape 
and fasten it into place, with a pen trace our the design 
onto tape, then remove template. 

#6 With your sharp X-acto knife, cut carefully along 
the line you made on the tape. (Sidenote: Don't cut 


#10 With your X-acto knife and ruler, cut along the 
triangle line. You can cut deeply into the plastic if you 
like. (Sidenote: Don't cut into the gold symbol.) 

#11 Remove all outer masking tape. 

#12 With your X-acto knife carefully cut along the 
outside of your whole design, but make sure you keep 
in the already cut lines in your plastic. (Sidenote: If 
you do a few light cuts, going deeper into the plastic 
every time, the work should come out better. 

#13 After all the excess plastic is cut away, then 
remove the masking tape that is covering the triangle. 

#14 Place the design on a paper towel and give it a 
spray of Picture Varnish. (This will make your design 
nicer. If glossy is used, it will also be shinier.) 

If everything is done correctly, you should have in 
your hands, a Silver and Gold Klingon Bio- 
communicator. If it didn't work our, you have enough 
plastic to do at least four others, but wait awhile and 
go through everything step by step, and check what 
might have went wrong. After everything is done, 
you can attach a clasp or pin to the back of it using 
epoxy and waiting 24 hours. 
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This Issues Pin-up: This one's for all you ladies. K'Hurynn, Mec] Tor, K'Uack and K'Retak take a breather and pose for a representative of the Montreal Press Corps after they successfully took over 
Montreal City llall. There they informed the local populace to clean up their political differences otherwise the Empire will have to take matters into their own hands. Needless to say, tension 
between the French and English eased considerably when faced with this new threat. 










Hail the Empire! 

I was reading 'THE DISRUPTOR!" and discovered 
that a great many of the contributing writers discuss 
the use of the Levek but none have it used properly. 
Most of the time it's plunged into the foes chest with 
much blood spurting and is used only as a stabbing 
tool. This, I feel, should be rectified. So, here goes! 

In my experience, a large bladed knife should be 
first and foremost a weapon of terror. To do this, you 
first need to hold the knife properly. First grip the 
handle as you would a pistol, then loosen the grip 
slightly so the handle rests in the palm of the hand, 
with the blade forming an extension of the forearm. 
This will enable you to use the blade for slashing, 
blocking blows and stabbing, without changing grips. 

Now for the fun part. Since you are gripping the 
Levek properly, you can start to use it accurately. Start 
by holding the knife about two feet from your side, so 
that the blade and your side form a diagonal line of 
approximately 2.5 feet, then bend the elbow to form a 
90 degree angle with the bicep. Now effect the same 
posture for the non-combative arm as well. 

Next come the legs. Widen the stance so that the 
shoulders and the feet are aligned. After this is 
accomplished, bend the knees somewhat and lean 
forward slightly. 

This stance gives you a great amount of mobility, as 
well as a good defensive position. (It also scares the 
nglm loSpev out of the Feddies, who didn't know a 
blade from a sheath!!!) 

Now that you have learned the grip and stance, we 
can continue. Attack is the best defense. If you keep 
your weapon moving in front of you, no one, I 
REPEAT: NO ONE, will move in to attack you. Move 
the blade from right to left, with the sharp edge of the 
blade aimed in the direction of the slash. To stab, 
move in dose to your target and draw the knife closer 
to your body. The reason for this is that it makes it 
almost impossible for your opponent to take the knife 
away and use it on you. Use your non-combative arm 
to hold your foe about 1.5 feet from the tip of your 
knife, then push the blade straight forward. After 
penetration, flick open the second set of blades and 
twist one quarter turn and pull straight out. (If this 
does not give you enough blood, then even as a 
Klingon, go see a shrink!!!) 

Now that you have the basics, let's see a little style 
in the way we kill. We are warriors, not barbarians. 
The Empire has lasted thousands of years under the 
code of the warrior. The Levek is the only original 
weapon of the Empire that is still part of the uniform. 
Let it be used as it was intended. 

My blade, my honour, my life! 

FSM Meq-tor Decara M.S.F. 
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KLINGON MAKE UP. 
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"How to get that look without beating your head 
against the wall." 

(By Johanna Breijer, photos by K'Hack Krautt and 
illustrations by Capucine Plourde) 

To make the bony ridge latex appliance and wig, 
you have to start by making a mold of your head. 
Materials needed: Plaster impregnated cloth rolls (the 
stuff they use at the hospital to make a casts for broken 
limbs. It can be purchased at medical supply houses 
and some art supply stores or hobby shops. Six to 
seven rolls should do the job.) A plain bathing cap, 
vaseline, two straws (to stick up your nose, a bucket 
(should be large enough to cover your head and rest 
on your shoulders with three inch clearance all 
around.) kitty litter or sand, Durabond 90 (available at 
construction supply and some hardware stores.) a 
large mixing bucket, and a willing assistant whom you 
can trust. 


Make sure to cover the floor of the area you will be 
working as this is very messy! Also protect your 
kitchen chair by covering with garbage bags. Prepare 
the plaster strips by cutting them into short (1 "-2") 
medium (3"-4") and a few long (6"). 

Put on the bathing cap, making sure to tuck in all 
exposed hair. Then apply vaseline to your eyebrows, 
and any facial fur. Beards and large mustaches are best 
covered by cellophane wrap. Have the model sit 
holding a small container filled with water. Have an 
other larger container standing by to replenish the 
water in the smaller one. Or put a small table beside 
the chair to hold the water container and the plaster 
strips. 


LI ^ 


When using the plaster strips, dip them in water 
just before you apply them. Dip the strip into the 
water and squeeze out the excess water by gently 
pulling it between two straightened fingers. Begin 
applying it to the back of the head. Make sure to 
smooth out and make good contact with the bathing 
cap and neck for the first layer. 
The subsequent layers 
do not have to be 
quite as carefully 
done. Do about 
five or six 
layers all 
ending neatly 
at the line that 
bisects the 
head. The 
middle of the 
ears is where the 
line should be, to 
make it possible the 
open the head later 
and not get caught 
on the ears. 





Make sure the plaster strips overlap each other in a 
crisscross-type manner to ensure the best structural 
strength. When you have finished all the layer, wait for 
them to set. WARNING! The plaster will heat up 
while it is setting. Do not panic. It will not get hot 
enough to burn you. 

At this point,the assistant should begin to apply 
vaseline liberally along the edges of the plaster where 
it bisects the head, to about 2" from the edge of the 
plaster. Apply vaseline to the eyelashes and have the 
model insert the straws into their nostrils. Be careful 
not to hit the straws when applying the plaster. It is 
painful and can cause a sneezing fit. Slightly overlap 
the plaster onto the 2 " vaseline line bisecting the head. 
Do not overlap beyond the vaseline or you will not be 
able to separate the two sections, which can result in 
an embarrassing trip to emergency where they will 
have to break it off. Use the smaller pieces of plaster 
around the nose and eyes. 

When the assistant has finished applying the final 
layer, they should signal to the model that the 
plastering is complete. Wait for the plaster to set. 
Carefully and slowly remove the front section, and 
then the 
back. Let 
the plaster 
cast dry 
over 
night. 

Certain 
problems 
can arise 
during the 
above 
mentioned 
pro- 
cedure, 
but if you 
are pre- 
pared you 
can avoid 
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most of them. Hair that was not covered by the 
bathing cap, vaseline, or cellophane, get pulled out 
when the cast is removed. (This can be painful. Cut 
out the stuck on hair out of the plaster cast once it is 
dried, or the head you cast from it will get stuck on the 
plaster.) The model should refrain from talking, 
sneezing, or hiccuping during the procedure. Be sure 
to go to the bathroom BEFORE you start, as having to 
answer nature's call halfway into the procedure can be 
difficult and embarrassing. If the assistant has 
overlapped a section and the two halves will not 
separate easily, do not panic. Use a screw driver or a 
blunt butter knife to pry open the sealed edge 
carefully. Make sure that all traces of makeup as it 
will cause the plaster to adhere to the skin. If the 



model has high cheekbones, there may be problems 
removing the cast easily. It can hurt if it is removed 
too quickly, so let the model remove it themselves at 
their own speed. The plaster and vaseline may cause 
eyes to sting for a while. I strongly recommend 
anyone who wears contact lenses, remove them for the 
procedure. The final problem is that some people, not 
being able to speak or hear, will panic. Make sure that 
the assistant and model have a "bail-out" signal, in 
case that happens. 


On day 2 coat the inside of the cast with vaseline, 
making sure to coat it completely. It is the vaseline 
that works as the mold release. Put the two cast halves 
together, and use some masking tape wrapped around 
the cast three times and/or some string to hold it 
together. Plug the nose holes with some plasticine. 
Hold the cast up to the light and see if the are any 
other openings, seal with the plasticine if there are any. 
Also seal the separation line with plasticine. 


Pour some kitty litter in the bottom of the pale. Rest 
the cast in it, and carefully fill the pale around the cast. 
Temporarily place handy wrap or cellophane over the 

cast opening, so 



MOLD 
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you will not get kitty 
litter in it. When the 
litter is up to the neck 
of the cast, shake the 
pale and get the litter 
spread evenly. Remove 
the handy wrap. 



Mix up the Durabond 90, according to the 
instructions on the package and begin to fill the cast. 
You will have to mix up a few small batches to fill the 
head. It is better to mix it in smaller quantities and do 
a thorough job of mixing. When you get about half 
full, stop and agitate the pale so as to tamp out any 
trapped air pockets in the cast. Keep agitating till no 
more bubbles appear. Trapped air pockets will result 
in holes in the positive that is being cast. Continue to 
pour till you have it full. Agitate again until no more 
bubbles surface. Take your long screw and twist on 
the nut till there is about an inch of the base of the 
screw beneath the nut. Tie a string around it and 
suspend that it is about the center of the neck of the 
cast. Make sure that the head of the screw is 
submerged at least one inch deep in the Durabond 90. 
Let sit for a few hours. 

While you are waiting, cut out a piece of plywood 
about 20 inches by 20 inches. Cut two 20 inch 
segments of a two by four. Attach them to opposite 
sides of the plywood piece. Drill a hole the same 
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width of the 
screw in the 
center of the of 
the plywood 
piece. 

When the 
Durabond has set 
(about 4-5 hours). Take 
the cast out of the pale 
and remove the tape and string. Carefully open the 
cast. With high boned models you may have to tear 
off the plaster tape strip by strip. Use paper towels to 
remove the excess vaseline. Use a screw driver, butter 
knife, or paint scrapper to remove the flashing, 
(flashing is the excess Durabond 90 the may have 
leaked at a seal.) Take off the excess and smooth out 
the seal line. 



At this point you unscrew the nut. Put the 
plywood support so that it straddles two chairs. Put 
the screw section of the head cast through the hole. If 
the neck section does not fit flush, use some plasticine 
fill any gaps. Screw the nut solidly up to the bottom of 
' the plywood support. Place it on your work table, and 
check the cast for any air bubble holes, or 
imperfections. Mix up a small quantity of Durabond 
90 and patch the holes. Let the cast dry over night. 
Once the cast is dry , you may sand down any 
undesired roughness, or imperfections. Use plasticine 


It takes a few days of struggling with the Durabond 90, 
and sanding to build them up again in the plaster 
mold. 

To make the plasticine soft and pliable, you can put 
it in the oven for a short time with the temp at 150 or 
place it in a pie plate in the sun. This stuff is like 
paraffin. It will smoke and then catch fire if you let it 
get too hot. A hair dryer is useful to soften the 
plasticine for the final smoothing or texturing. Dipping 
your finger tips in vegetable oil and smoothing makes 
a good smooth surface, but don't use too much. 

The following is a list of suppliers where you can 
order your wig, slush latex, toupee tape, medical 
adhesives, removers, and plaster tapes. 

Alcone Company Inc. 

Paramount Theatrical Supplies, 

5-49 49th Avenue, 

Long, Island, Ny, USA, 11101 
(718) 361-8373 

This company has good prices, and prompt service. 
They accept credit cards and phone orders. You will 
need about 5-6 rolls of plaster tape per person for your 
cast. Plaster tape extra fast setting single rolls are 
PMJJEF01 and are $3.00 each. You can buy a box of 12 
for $33.00, # PMJJEF12. Medical Spirit Gum, 4 oz. 
KR2100 $4.95. Medical Remover, 4oz. KR6531, $4.95. 
Slush Mold Latex 1 gallon, PML200G, $27.00 



to start sculpting the shape of the Klingon "ridges" 
over the cast.lt is a good idea to study photographs 
from movie stills or magazines to make a few sketches 
of what you have in mind, before you actually 
working on the sculpture. Give yourself plenty of time 
to work on the sculpturing 3-4 hours minimum even if 
you have planned well. Remember to stand up and 
walk some feet away from the sculpture to see what it 
looks like in the distance. If you can, allow time to 
come back to it a day or two later. Then you can look 
at your sculpture more objectively and maybe rework 
it after you have given it some thought. Take a break 
if you are getting frustrated, as it will only make things 
worse if you continue. Also remember that when you 
are sculpting, that the model will be cast in plaster, 
and the latex will be cast from that mold. If you leave 
too little space between ridges, they will be broken off 
when you remove the plasticine from the plaster mold. 


For wigs of good quality and price can be ordered 
through: 


Lacey Costume Wigs 
Suite 707, 

249 West 34th Street, 

New York, NY. USA. 10001 
(212)695-1996 

Unfortunately, this company does not take phone 
orders, and they only accept money orders for 
payment. Their wigs come in all colors. A 30" Bargain 
Wig is $13.00. A 40" Bargain Wig is $15.00. A Deluxe 
Showgirl 30" is $18.00 and the 40" Showgirl is $20.00. 
Add $6.00 for shipping and handling. 


For a workshop of 8 people we used five 
13kg/331bs bags of Durabond 90, 32+ rolls of plaster 
tape, one gallon of slush mold latex, four large 
containers of vaseline, one can of Krylon Acrylic spray 
varnish, and about eight pounds of plasticine. 
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For the past few years I have pondered about who 
or what the Klingons (as a fictitious race) were based. 
While I am still in the midst of gathering detailed data 
on this field of general speculation, I noticed a fellow 
Klingon make mention in a prior AGONIZER issue 
that this proud race was based on the Viking way of 
life. 

An intriguing article. Still, I could not help but note 
certain discrepancies with his data on the Viking 
philosophies. For instance. Hell is not a place, but a 
deity. A devilish female, an offspring of Loki, if my 
reference materials are worth the blood spilt to get 
them. 

Still, I could not help think that, in my opinion, he 
missed the mark. 

To interject, the planet Earth is truly a unique one in 
many facets. Just about any kind of environment you 
can dream of can be found here. Many cultures have 
developed over thousands of years, either 
independently or in careful co-existence with one or 
more other civilizations. A true cornucopia of culture. 
It is not difficult to imagine that many of its 
inhabitants have vivid imagination or vision. 

It is after researching some of these cultures that I 
have arrived at the conclusion that Klingons share a lot 
of roots with feudal Japan. 

Mind you, it didn't necessarily start out that way. 
Don't forget, the first Klingon to appear was Kor 
(Errand Of Mercy). John Colicos had paved the way 
for the image and roots for the Empire, and he used 
the Mongol hordes for both their visual image as well 
as their savagery. He had even confessed to making 
this decision during an interview. As far as Paramount 
was concerned, the Klingon image was up to Colicos 
to articulate and perfect. 

There is a poem that is floating about out there 
called 'My hero's - the Star Trek bad guys', and it's 
about the Klingons. One descriptive phrase is Think of 
Mongol hordes with spaceships and ray - guns'. 

The next great boost in the arm the Klingon image 
received was with the appearance of Kang (Day Of 
The Dove). Michael Ansara's version did not fit any 
particular racial attitudes, but more of the universal 
soldier image. To Kang, war was not Hell, it was life. 

After that, you have to search far and wide to find 
any respectable Klingons. Although more popular 
than the Romulans throughout Trek history, the 
Klingons were often portrayed as bumbling idiots; the 
typical villain, to be backed over by photon fire. 

John M. Ford changed all that with the publication 
of The Final Reflection. Read it and love it! Here, 
thankfully, the Klingons were restored to their rightful 
position of honour and integrity within the Trek 
universe. 

Okay, so I've put the roots of the Empire with the 
raiding Mongols, by two linked admissions. (The line 
from the poem was, I believe, inspired by Colicos 
confession). So now you should be asking, how did I 
get to Japan from here? 

I kept walking East. 


No, seriously... let's just look at the similarities. 
They are both Empires, in every sense of the word 
Both Empires are structured, something the Mongols 
did not master. They had their Lords over lands, 
territories, and families. The politics are very similar. 
People don't rise to power, families (lines) rose to 
power. 

Also, the Empire was the first and foremost thing in 
everyone's mind (theoretically). One was relied upon 
to sacrifice his life for the Empire first, the Family (line) 
second, personal honour third, and self (greed and 
desires) in last place. These traits can be found in the 
study of both empires. 

Study of feudal Japan will allow us to see that the 
Samurai warrior class held their Empire and Liege 
Lord above all else. And let us look at a section from 
the Klingon oath of Empire: 

'It matters not that I survive. 

Only that which I defend. 

Forfeit of life, but not of honour' 

We can compare this to a section from the samurai 
code of Budo: 

'A Samurai will behave as a son and faithful 
subject. He will not leave his overlord even if the 
number of his subjects is reduced from 100 to 10, or 
from 10 to 1/ 

Make note that the families hold a grand amount of 
importance. 

The desire for personal honour is a driving one in 
both of these Empires, and Worf (who has to be more 
Klingon than Klingon, just as Spock must be more 
Vulcan than Vulcan) is always stressing the vital 
importance of honour. Just like in feudal Japan, the 
loss of honour is often equated with loss of life. For 
that matter, failure is a hard thing to face in today's 
Japan, and student suicide there is a significant killer, 
but that's another report, for another publication. 

I am by no means saying that the Klingons and 
their Empire are are a copy of the Japanese Empire. 
There are a lot of elements from other cultures present, 
as well as many indigenous ones, within the structure 
of the Klingon Empire. But there is no denying the 
influence, deliberate or not, of the harsh, militant, and 
efficient Empire from feudal Japan. 

For those who are interested in some quality 
information on the Klingons, read The Final Reflection 
by John M. Ford. Following that, enjoy the novel How 
Much For Just the Planet for a look at how Klingons 
handle hard core humour, also by Ford. The Klingon 
Dictionary is a good reference not just for the Klingon 
language, but for their personality and intensity as 
well. 

My word - my steel 
Koseph tai-MIvyotlh, Lt 
IKV Savage Assault 
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Star Trek must have, without a doubt, the In short, Krass and Krude maybe great Klingon 
reputation of being the most well known collection of names, but they are (by far) not the best way to initiate 
science-fiction. KAG to the mundanes. 


It has lasted over 25 years in popularity. It has two 
different series' under it's name as well as five (5) 
completed movies. It has two animated seasons under 
its belt as well as five different comic book series' over 
the past few years. There has also been a multitude of 
fanzines published in its honour, and it has been 
highlighted in many other publications. 

Since its explosive arrival in 1966, it has generated 
millions of posters, models, shirts and other 
collectables; building a financial empire as rich and 
extensive as its fandom empire. 

Chances are good that you, a member of a Klingon 
' group, became part of this organization through 
, another Star Trek fan association; maybe you were a 
member of a StarFleet; maybe you read about KAG in 
a fanzine of a different group, or, maybe, you are one 
of the selected few who's first exposure to Star Trek 
fandom was through a Klingon dub. 

Think back, if you can, to those early days of 
Klingon initiation. What raced through your mind? 
Anticipation? Did you get to talk about the group 
with established members? Did you receive letters or 
publication? How did they strike you? Did you feel at 
home with the rough and ready Empire? 

I first became involved with Star Trek fandom 
through the Starfleet fan club, and I enjoyed breaking 
in new ground side-by-side with Worf as being a 
Klingon within Starfleet. 

So, when KAG first caught my eye, I was ready for 
the new club and the slight twist in mannerism. 

Thinking back, however, I feel that if I didn't 
already associate with the Klingons as well as I did, I 
don't know if I ever accepted this Klingon club. 

This is due to certain aspects and contents of certain 
(not all) of the correspondence I have received from 
the exuberant Klingons! Sure, the Klingon race is a 
warrior race, but let's not go out of our way to offend 
the mundanes at every turn. 

Definitely, Klingon fandom is a unique aspect of 
that element which is Trek, but uniqueness shouldn't 
equal abusiveness. 

The clipped, forceful and warrior attitude of the 
Empire may be it's biggest attraction for your Trek 
escapism. However, its sharpest blades should not be 
extended to plunge into the curious on-looker or 
prospecting new-comers. 


If, in those early days, it was a Klingon chapter that 
found me first (as opposed to Starfleet) to represent 
Trek fandom, I know I would have been tragically 
disappointed by some of the correspondence I did 
receive. New names and faces should be allowed to 
get a feel for the club before its full glory and 
idiosyncrasies can be appreciated. 

Being Klingon is many things, but an excuse to be 
rude or abusive is definitely not one of them! 

Don't get me wrong. Klingon groups are great. 
They have their own image and are also community 
minded. For instance, the "Out For Blood" drive in 
support of the Red Cross. (The title is more fitting for a 
Klingon group than a Federation one.) These twists 
and diversities are both vital and entertaining. 
However, you should let the new-comers to you? 
group dictate the amount of "Imperial discipline" they 
are ready to swallow, before you send your chapter to 
the Black Fleet. After a while, everyone will find his or 
her own niche within the Empire! 

And remember — Not everyone swears in Klingon! 

My word - My steel 
Koseph tai-MIvyotlh, Lt 
First Blade 
IKV Savage Assault 



I have always known 
That at last I would 
Take this road, but 
Yesterday I did not know 
That it would be today. 

Narihira 

And though I had slain a thousand foes less one 
The thousandth knife found my liver; 

The thousandth enemy said to me, 

"Now you shall die. 

Now none shall know." 

\ 

And the fool, looking only down, believed this. 
Not seeing;, above his shoulder, the Naked Stars, 
Each one remembering... 


22 


f 



I stalked past my favourite fast food store, Joe's 
Live Bait. I was tempted to go in for seconds that 
morning, but I'm trying to remain inconspicuous while 
residing on this God's rotted planet. My cover as an 
exterminator has two advantages. I get all the insect 
life forms I please, and I wear a large face mask while 
engaging in these activities. I suppressed my natural 
gag reaction to the fumes emanating from the 
Kentucky Fried Chicken place. A lasered Feddie is a 
wonderful sight, but I have never felt any urge to eat 
one. 

Enough said about the repulsive food habits on 
this pitiful excuse for a world. In moments of 
deep despair, I sometimes find myself ready 
to implore some Feddie to beam me up. Let 
me explain how my glorious career led me 
to my present predicament. 

My name is K'Put. No last Name. 

No clan. I was an orphan and clawed 
my way through the ghetto's of Klinzai. 

When I was old enough to enter the 
Academy, I used guile, a sharp weapon, 
and a bit of delicate blackmail to win my 
way in. 

Things went well for me. I decided I 


wanted a soft berth for a while, 
chose to become an 
interrogator/information 
gathering officer. I could 
remain on Klinzai, meet 
eligible, exulted warriors, as 
potential mates, and amuse 
myself at the same time. 

I made my first mis- 
calculation. We were given 
different interviews to conduct. 

I was assigned to find info- 
rmation pertaining to the new 
opening for female warriors as 
Strategic Weapons Command on the Bridge. This was 
due to Kyllia, who singlehandedly killed two Star Ship 
Captains, and mangled several of the Admiralty to 
make her point. 

I set up an interview with the officer in charge. I 
filled out most of what I assumed to be the usual 
bureaucratic form. When I hit the question, "Why do 
you wish to be a Commissioned Officer specializing in 
strategic weapons operation on the Bridge?" the seat 
restrains snapped into place, pinning me in the chair. 
An ugly medic stormed in, and the rest was history. 

When I woke in the cramped ship's bunk, I was 
assailed by the smell of cheap perfume, some illicit 
smoking substance, and vomit. The latter was my own 
contribution. My bunk mates encouraged me to dean 
up the mess. This embarrassing situation stemmed 
from the graduation ceremonies. 

I straightened my shining immaculate uniform, 
pulled on my boots, ran a brush through my hair, and 


stormed out for my first tour of duty. The officer I 
reported to took one look and growled "A damn 
'silver 7 ! I need someone competent..." 

That evening I spent several hours using powered 
tooth polisher to dull the silver shine of my uniform. I 
left 'quarters' to find a way to scuff my boots. I was 
bashing my boots against some overhead ridged 
tubing, when the doors suddenly opened. In my 
overzealous attempts to scuff my boots, I slammed 
them down onto the head of the Ship's Captain. As he 
crumbled to the floor, I met the shocked glances of 
the Engineering Chief, and the Security 
Head. 

As the Captain stirred, I was hit by- 
two impulses. The first was to hit 
him again. The second was to run. 
My moment of indecision was all 
the Captain needed. He gave me 
an intense tour of the hall way- 
corners. Luckily I only- 
sustained two broken ribs. 
The Engineer told me that I 
had been striking a 
Turgeny pipe. It would 
have killed everyone in 
the section, if I had 
ruptured it. (At this point 
I must note that I have 
never found out why a 
pipe containing 

Turgenium would be 
aboard a star ship. I 
suspect misdirection. Not 
that a superior officer 
would lie...) 

As a token of the Captain's 
esteem, I spent much time 
working in the rad chamber, 
replacing chips and doing system 
stress tests. I would report from duty to Medical. They 
would treat me for radiation sickness. By the time I 
finished that tour, my uniform was legitimately worn, 
and I had become an accepted member of the Raking 
Claw's compliment. 

On reflection of my Academy' days: I learned how 
to brush my hair, how to fake spit polish on my 
boots/stupid character erosion tactics)and not to kill 
the first fool who had the audacity to give me an order. 
It also taught me that no matter how good a fighter 
you are, there's always someone out there who is 
bigger, better, and more then willing to leave their 
boot marks on you. The Academy did it's best to kill 
you. If you survived, you had the right to call yourself 
a warrior, and go out and terrorize the universe. 

To this day, I cannot see the point of the formal 
Klingon boot. The claw is placed where you can not 
use it as a weapon during combat, When crawling 
(Although this Klingon does very little of the 
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aforementioned.) the sixth toe gets caught on 
everything. It also impairs you when running across a 
plain filled with botanicals. The only point I can see is, 
that some Feddie might take out his eye while licking 
your boots. 

Well. There are heads I should be bashing. Sons I 
should be thrashing, and Feddies to defame! If only I 
could get off this God's rotted planet! I have to 
terminate this signal. The human I intend to 
interrogate is arriving to take me to a "singles" bar. I 
fear we may not be let in. If we arrive together, might 
we not be mistaken as a double? 

Always very feminine and yours or anyone else I 
take a fancy to. 

K'Put 

Family Saying as of this week. "Look before you 
kick, and be careful of what you bite." 

K'Put 

The next glorious note in my file occurred during 
my first Planetary Survey. I had assumed that I had 
the first grumblings of the Vesuvian flue. It had struck 
most of the duty compliment. I was exited to go on 
my first Survey, so I ignored the outraged commentary 
from my midsection. K' Aveng, the ship's Second was 
in command. Kira was her usual unfavourable self. 
She jostled for her position on the transport grid. 
Being a medic, she had to be tougher then anyone else. 
If she had chosen a more honourable profession, she 
wouldn't have had so much to prove. 

I was relieved to see Lynara. Her tiny figure 
threatened no one, and was popular with the crew. 
We had spent some off duty time sizing up and 
snickering at various warriors. Petar rushed in 
wearing an assortment of equipment and belt pouches. 

K' Aveng snarled at his tardiness, and gave the 
order to beam clown. The Raking Claw was heading 
off to a nearby Colony Ship that was experiencing 
problems. It meant that we were beamed down while 
the ship was still gaining thrust. The effect is quite 
unpleasant. 

By main force, I kept my meal down. While I was 
so engaged, Lynara began taking readings of the 
overwhelming number of botanicals. From my point 
of view I received the impression that they were 
moving towards us. I assumed this was due to some 
air movement. Petar caught my arm, and steered me 
towards a clump of purplish botanicals. The 
botanicals were emitting a great deal of rustling. 
K' Aveng was issuing orders that I vaguely heard. 

When we were out of sight, Petar lighted up one of 
his noxious smoke sticks. The planet stank enough 
without his contribution. It was my first world outside 
of the empire. Klinzai was dry, and sparse of 
botanicals. What botanicals existed, were thick 
skinned, and thorn encrusted to survive the 
sandstorms. This world was lousy with plants. I was 
acting as Security for the mission. The botanicals were 
too dense for my taste. They could harbour any 
quantity of life forms that might decide to dine on 
Klingons. 

Petar was taking readings of the plants. I pulled 


out my tricorder to do a life form sweep of the area. I 
should have done it the moment we landed. If Petar 
hadn't pulled me away with him, K' Aveng would be 
tearing strips out of me for neglecting my duties. 

My 'corder showed a surprisingly (surprising to 
me)numerous and diverse insect forms. I commented 
to Petar that if the insects were edible, this planet 
could be a veritable storehouse of food for our kind. 
Petar grunted, continuing with his tests. My 'corder 
also registered a large avian population, but no 
mammalian, or reptilian forms in the immediate 
vicinity. 

There was a shout, and a curse, from K' Aveng's 
group, punctuated by a scream. My weapon was 
drawn when we reached them. K' Aveng's boots 
kicking from under a vegetation mass, was the only 
sign of him, when Kira's laser bathed the plant. Except 
for the sounds of bones crunching, the blast had no 
effect. Kira launched herself at the plant battering 
with her hands and feet. The only thing she gained, 
were burns to any exposed skin. A tendril whipped 
about her, as I yanked her back by the back of her belt. 
I guess they don't require brains for Medical. Judging 
by the sounds, K'Aveng was dead, or as close to, not to 
matter. Kira cursed and kicked at me, while I played 
tug of war with her and the plant. 

Lynara used her belt knife to slice through the 
plant. Kira stumbled back into me, as Petar 
backhanded her. This left her still while Lynara, Petar 
and I gave the warning cry for K' Aveng's ragging 
spirit. Then I tried to contact the ship. She was out of 
range and would be for at least two hours. I did a 
quick visual check to pin point other botanicals similar 
the one that had taken K'Aveng. 

It was a common plant. I spotted a clearing, and 
started the team off towards it. We all had drawn our 
knives. I fired test shots at various settings, to no 
effect. Reaching the clearing, Petar tried to set the 
other botanicals on fire but, the plants were too water 
laden. Using gloves, Lynara began tearing out small 
clumps of botanicals to clear the area. She disturbed a 
colony of winged insects. They proceeded to take out 
small chunks of us leaving acid that burned. 

Some crawling insects got into Kira's boots. She 
howled, and cursed, yanking off her boots. The fool! 
She was attacked even more viciously with more skin 
exposed. We tried to dear them off her, while Petar 
tried to shove the boots back on. Trying to escape the 
insects she rolled in a frenzy out of the clearing. She 
was ensnared in the plant before we could act. Her 
death shrieks were followed by our calling. 

One of the damn insects flew into my mouth. I 
finished the call by retching onto the tendrils of the 
plant. They were growing at an alarming rate, seeking 
more food. I stumbled back from them. Petar kept me 
from falling. My boot toe was snagged in some 
botanitcals. As he bent to free it, I caught a face full of 
smoke. I barely missed throwing up on him. It hit 
some more of the tendrils. 

Lynara pointed out excitedly, that the vomit was 
killing the botanicals, and that it could not cross it. 
The next few hours were spent alternately with Petar 


24 


blowing noxious fumes in my face, and Lynara 
stuffing whatever drinkables and digestibles we had 
brought with us. When those ran out, we or more 
accurately I, experimented eating the insect life forms. 

They tasted awful. They hit my stomach even 
worse. In the end, I didn't need Petar's dwindling 
supply of smoke sticks to make me ill. When the 
Raking Claw returned for us, I had made a double ring 
of.. .Well... I didn't have the Vesuvian flue. Lynara 
discretely did the pregnancy test for me. So much for 
my glorious First Survey. 

Of course, the log read a little differently: Petar, 
Lynara, and K'Put held off life forms inimical to 
Klingon life. Second in Command K' Aveng and 
Medic Kira died while in the performance of their 
duties. 

I don't know what happened to the planet K'Tag. 
I hope it was nasty. I have discovered that "doubles" 
is not a mating ritual after all. "Singles" designations 
those who drink until inebriation, and ritual moans to 
a porcelain God which in other human establishments 
serves as a human waste removal system. Humans are 
strange! Till the next communique. 

K'Put 

Have just returned from monster car 
demonstration. Large land vehicle with large tires 
drives over smaller vehicles. Smaller vehicles were 
unmanned. So what was the point? Perhaps monster 
vehicles are prototypes to be used during traffic tie 
ups? 

My last contact left off after my first Planet Survey 
duty. My next note worthy act followed some months 
later. I was in my final stages of pregnancy. 
According to our old oral traditions, the first Klingon 
stole a ship from a visiting alien being. The reason 
being; to escape the birth of his second child. Or more 
pointedly his wife. 

To say that my temper was a bit out of sorts, is like 
saying Surgainium Hell Worms were a nuisance to the 
colonists...Just before they swallowed them up. I had 
fought running battle with the father of my child. I 
would not take the oath with him. I do not consider 
engine thrust ratios erotic material. Our one night of 
coupling must have stemmed from a lack of lucidity 
due to the radiation therapy. Enough said. 

Most of the male compliment had strongly 
requested that I be transferred till the blessed moment. 
So considering all the facts, the Captain very wisely 
assigned me to Diplomatic duty. It did not improve 
my mood. But it did get me off the ship, and I 
displayed a flair for Shuttle Diplomacy. 

I was acting as the shuttle pilot for the fifth time in 
a row. The Diplomat was some Feddie, who shall 
remain nameless. Our mission was to get the 
Saltarians to agree to trade Dilithium for something 
worth a lot less to us. The Diplomat was bringing us 
back for an other round of his grovelling. The 
Saltarian leaders were gathered below for an other 
round of "bargaining". I had them on screen and had 
planned a "splashy" (only a human could come up 
with such a repugnant saying)landing, so ordered by 
the Feddie. 


At the moment before landing, I was suddenly 
struck, and landed the shuttle on top of the Saltarians. 
Needless to say, they were dead, the Feddie in 
hysterics, and I in labour. My son had given me the 
traditional swift kick, just as the labour is to set in. 
This is supposed to be a survival trait. To make sure 
the mother is aware that she is going into labour. 
Trust me. Labour can not be mistaken for anything 
else. I suspect it is their last chance to kick their 
mothers, with no fear of retribution. 

I endured as we waited for some hours for a new 
group of Saltarian representatives to be formed. The 
Feddie was sure that his position had been hopelessly 
weakened. The group finally showed up. 

The Feddie went out to give them greetings, and | 
bring grovelling into a higher art form. Seeing him on 
my console with the new Saterians, I felt a pang. For a 
moment I thought it might have been remorse. 
Hormones do strange things to a pregnant Klingon. 
And then I realized. I slammed my fist down in a 
truly glorious fit of rage. My fist engaged the firing 
mechanism. I had been mindlessly toying with it. The 
Feddie had just prostrated himself in a fit of grovelling 
leaning deeply forwards to the Saltarians. The laser 
blast passed over his shoulder and enveloped the 
Saltarian party. 

It was not remorse I was feeling, but an immensely 
strong craving for Satites. They are dried insects eaten j 
primarily by women of the same condition as I. They 
contain an amazing quantity of salts and calcium. And 
-I-did-not-have-any!H 

Engineering managed to uncrumble most of the 
console when I brought the shuttle back to the Raking 
Claw. I also brought back the helpful Feddie Diplomat 
who fainted while I delivered my son, and made 
course corrections for the docking. 

Lynara held my son while I counted the dilithium 
crystals that the Saltarians had given me to leave the 
planet. I had made a contract that one of our ships 
would collect the crystal quarterly, on the condition 
that no Klingon alone, or aboard ship, fired at a 
Saltarian target. 

The Captain was pleased. The Feddies, 
scandalized. But they couldn't quibble that they 
would have got a better deal. My son was sent to be 
fostered with Lynara's family on Klinzai. My 
normally sunny nature returned. And Lynara and I 
both had a dilithium crystal hidden in the sixth toe of 
our boots. They had somehow been mislaid from the 
planet surface to the Raking Claw. 

After all... Glory builds character. Honour gets you 
through the door. Something sharp makes the best 
impression. But Dilithium is a girl's best friend! 

Have to leave to infiltrate a human ritual, a "bridal 
shower". Am having difficulty in deciding to wear 
"Always Stay Drys" or "Huggies for Girls". May settle 
for just an umbrella. All for the Glory of the Empire. I 
could be a lot more glorious some place else. Any 
place else! Terminate message. 

K'Put 
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For all you Klin bachelors who would like to eat better or 
to entertain "guests" for dinner (your hormones know what 
I mean) The staff of The DISRUPTOR! is proud to present 
a new feature: 

KOOKING WITH KAG Volume. 1 

THE EDIBLE PARTS OF A FEDDIE OFFICER 
(OR HOW TO ROAST!) 

Greetings Brothers! First, I would like to point out 
an alternative to dumping out the hatch the 
complement of any captured enemy vessel; namely, 
the restocking our meat locker. 

OK, now that settles that. Find yourself a plump 
Flathead (most of them have a satisfactory beer belly). 
If all you have is a wimpy skinny one, force fill it with 
Terran ale for a few months (before putting him in the 
freezer, that is!). 

Let's look at the edible parts. In the case of a full 
suckling roast use your bathtub as a pan (face it Klin- 
folks, how often do you use it to bathe anyway) and, 
after sealing the door and windows, kindle a fire 
under your bathroom, turning it into a nice oven 
(Warning: this procedure can have negative side 
effects). Another approach is to impale the body 
lengthwise on a lance and to slowly rotate it over an 
open fire pit. For both these methods it is best to 
eviscerate the carcass first (of course, you can keep the 
entrails as an appetizer or side dish, IF your tastes run 
that way). 




For any roast meat it's best to spread a mixture of 
dried mustard’'' and butter (or margarine) over the 
entire cut to keep most of the natural juices in the flesh 
(you don't want a dried roast). For taste you can spice 
the meat with garlic. Of course these techniques will 
work as well with Terran meats as with human flesh. 
All that remains to be done now is to use spices and 
herbs to taste. The basic ones to use are: sweet basil for 
beef and human, rosemary with pork/ veal or lamb 
and tarragon for most poultry. From that point on just 
ad lib, whilst keeping in mind to use minimal amounts 
of salt, as it tends to draw moisture from the meat. 

For a quick sauce collect the cooking juices into a 
pot, remove the floating fat and add an equal amount 
of water. Then, bring to a gentle boil and let reduce to 
a third. 

Voila! Now noble warriors, remember that "The 
honor is to serve". So, call the guests and serve a roast 
Feddie! 

Lt K'Retak Tai Wo'KveQuani 

"The mustard does not change the taste of the meat 
(trust me!) 

Editor's note: Foregoing the humorous nature of this 
article , these are real (if somewhat abridged) cooking tips. 
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The panel discussion took place on Friday, July 26, 
at 7:00pm. 


The distinguished Klingon panelists were seated on 
a replica of a Federation starship bridge, called the 
U.S.S. Phoenix, later recommissioned the U.S.S. 
E. Pearce. On board were K'Tan, his number one 
consort — Kizbet, K'Lori-Ann, Minax, and Komac. 
They were later joined by C'hil and Krell. 

The audience of over 50 was comprised of mostly 
Terrans who were cajoled and threatened into asking 
questions about Klinzai and the Empire. To our credit, 
the panelists, after introducing themselves and their 
positions in the Empire, did a wonderful job of fielding 
questions from the floor. One individual asked, "If the 
Klingon Empire is so great, why are you sitting on the 
bridge of a Federation vessel?". He was duly informed 
of the recent capture of this ship and its addition to the 
Klingon fleet. 

Another person quoted the "joke" comparing toilet 
tissue to the Federation ship. Enterprise. K'Tan 
responded by approaching that individual and asking, 
"What is black and blue and has six broken arms? Tire 
last three guys who told me that joke." 


There were, of course, the usual lies spread about 
the Empire. One youth started his question with the 
statement, "My grandfather told me that the Empire 
never won a battle." This young person had obviously 
been inundated with Federation propaganda. Another 
uninformed questioner referred to the recent halt in 
hostilities between the IFP and the Empire by asking, 
"Why did the Klingon Empire sue for peace?". In 
response, K'Tan, Krell, Komac, and Chil approached 
the individual, with weapons drawn, and politely 
asked him to rephrase his question, which he did 
immediately. (It's appalling how fast lies about the 
Empire travel.) In partial answer to the question, it was 
pointed out that this was a temporary situation, 
subject to change. The discussion lasted for an hour, 
and I believe, was well received by the audience. 
Khoztyah and I certainly enjoyed it. Kai! 
KAG/Kanada for a panel well done. 



Twenty-two representatives of the Empire and 
associates travelled by car, then metro, then foot to the 
base of the CN tower in Toronto to visit the exhibit 
called Space Race. Our party was greeted by space 
shuttle personnel where we prepared to travel back to 
the year 2019. We were directed to a terran transport 
device called an elevator and descended 900 feet to the 
space shuttle dock. 

Prior to entry, we were scanned by a device which 
checked our physical health and brainwave activity. 
The device, however, was malfunctioning because it 
failed to detect several obvious weapons on our 
persons. 

We were ushered into a museum of ancient Earth 
artifacts. One display consisted of a brief two- 
dimensional media presentation accompanied by laser 
lights. An artifact found on Mars was on display. 
(This article looked suspiciously like the decayed hull 
of a Klingon vessel.) There was also a machine 
designed to test one's piloting skills. 

When it was time for the actual shuttle trip, an 
immigration officer explained the procedures for 
customs in both Klingonaase and ancient Terran 
English. (We were so impressed by this individual that 
C'hil gave him a recruitment form.) After answering 
the computer's queries about our point of origin, 
diseases, etc., we passed through an laser inoculation 
booth and finally arrived at the launching dock. 

The shuttle's take off was quite smooth. We had 
audio contact, only, with the captain of the shuttle who 
was quite congenial. Our brief trip was pre-empted, 
however, when the captain set out purposely to 
explore a black hole generating satellite. In seconds, 
we were whisked through a wormhole into space to 
parts unknown. We found ourselves in the middle of 1 
a space race with other ships. Although the captain 
tried to exit, he was unable to do so. Thus, he chose to 
enjoy the race. Our ship was the eventual winner and 
we ended up with a new engine in the bargain, after 
stopping at a pit stop. We managed to get kicked back 
to our place and time of origin and safely landed at the 
shuttle dock. (The Terran captain requested that no 
one aboard mention our little detour.) The exit led to 
the gift shop and arcade area. 

New meaning was given to the phrase "mac-attack" 
when we three were safe from our group. This was 
demonstrated when C'hil uprooted the branches 
decorating his table. He and Minax were the subject of 
numerous photos and curious stares from Terrans. 

After lunch, we returned, via subterranean transit 
to where our ground vehicles were parked, stopping 
briefly at a weapon supply shop at the Yorkdale Mall. 
Then we returned to our lodgings and the con. 

In reality, Space Race was a blast. The ride, itself, 
only lasts about 10 minutes, but they were a fun 10 
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minutes. It was fast paced and we were tossed about 
in our seats quite a bit. 

I, Neilas, highly recommend it as a good time. 



June 21-23, 1991, Calgary, Alberta 
Friday 21 

Arrived around 8:00 and started scouting out the 
"Ferengi Duty Free Zone". Nothing formal took place 
on Friday night. But...things started livening up when 
the Klingons arrived! 

Betty Bigelow aka INZAR AMITAI, head of the 
Klingon Diplomatic Corps in Seattle and her gang. I 
greeted here with a welcome from KAG (I was 
' supposed to have been supplied with a missive from a 
certain Captain, but as that did not happen the 
greeting was entirely verbal. It also, perhaps, lacked a 
little bit of credibility since I was doing reconnaissance 
at this feddie function in a (Gasp!) Starfleet uniform). 
Not long after this, most of the action moved up to the 
"Presidential Suite" aka the Holodeck (furnished with 
some palm trees (?) and a couple of Horga'hns (!) 
along with an impressive painting of the Enterprise 
1701A. A bit later, the holodeck party was joined by 
the Klingons and then by Bob Greenberger and soon 
after by Robin Curtis and friend. Robin got right into 
the party after requesting a good Canadian beer! 

Saturday 22 

Turned up after 11:00 and joined a talk already in 
progress - Vicki Mitchell ("Enemy Unseen") and Bob 
Greenberger (DC Comics) discussing the dos and 
don'ts of writing Trek novels. 

After that I moved on Deck 3 where "What's Your 
Star Trek Beef" was the topic. After many humorous 
and some not so humorous grouses, it was time for 
Robin Curtis's talk. We learned in a hurry (especially 
those who hadn't seen her in the Holodeck Friday 
night) that she is the complete opposite of Lt. Saavik. 
Completely informal, friendly and enthusiastic, she 
was busy learning everyone's names while answering 
questions, and telling us about her experiences as 
Saavik and the Miracle Players theatre company with 
which she spends a lot of time and energy. Following 
this there was an autograph session during which I 
gave yet another unofficial KAG greeting. Robin 
sends greetings back and said that she was sorry that 
she couldn't think of a suitable Romulan rejoinder for 
a Klingon welcome! 

Deck Two at 3:00 was the next big draw as Bob 
Greenberger showed convention clips and previews of 
Rocketeer, Robin Hood, Terminator II, and a weird one 
on "Mom and Dad Save The World". After this, there 
was a general panel on the Star Trek Phenomenon 


with all the guests. Then people drifted off. Some 
went to the dinner with the guests, poorer others (like 
myself) hunted down a nearby fast food joint. The 
costume contest was officially slated for 8:00, but by 
mutual unvoiced agreement (and complete absence) 
everyone instead hunted out the nearest available IV 
to watch REDEMPTION! An hour later everyone 
slowly emerged with lesser or greater degree of 
stunned expressions and the costume contest got off to 
a belated start (which was won by a Gom!) A dance 
followed, but most people joined Robin outside in the 
hall and had a bad jokes session! The dance hall filled 
up pretty quickly again though, once it was 
announced that Betty Bigelow was going to perform a 
Klingon belly-dance! She soon had those Fedder guys 
enthralled by her wiles. 

Sunday 23 

This was a quiet day, Saturday having seen most of 
the action. I started with a quick visit to Deck Two 
where Betty Bigelow plus USS Equulus costuming 
pros discussed making Trek get-ups. Came in too late 
to learn much except for what a "blivit" is! 

After this came a slide presentation by the afore 
mentioned Equulus pros on the 25th Anniversary Con 
held in Los Angeles. Then Robin came in or one last 
talk session before she had to rush off to the airport. 

Altogether the Con was very lightly attended (due 
to poor advertising) but while that presented some 
drawbacks, it did make it much more informal and 
gave a chance for Con newcomers (like me) to get to 
know some of the faces around. It also gave people a 
chance to talk with, and get to know, the guests often 
during the weekend instead of listening once or twice 
to an inaccessible speaker. 

End Report 

Lt K'Ashka tai-Fzya 
Executive Officer 
IKV Lethal Fury 



Well, here I am, being awakened by the noise of my 
alarm klaxon that one of my soon-to-be ex- 
crewmembers has mistakenly set too early. With kafei 
in hand I strolled over to the jabbl Td SeHlaw to see if 
there was a reply from our sister vessel, the IKV Lethal 
Fury, but there was none in regards to the impending 
invasion party on the planet below. After detecting no 
DIvI'may'Duj in this mlch, I decided it was safe to 
beam down to the planet called tera'ngan to invade an 
earther ritual called a 'WESTERNCON'. 

Upon arrival at the Earther ritual, I had my first 
officer take a Hogra'Hoth of the proceedings for 
further study, because when I tried to bring up the 
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The next couple of pages are going to deal with a 
KAG / KAN ADA photo montage. This montage deals 
with some of the activities that took place at Toronto 
Trek 5 Star Trek Convention which took place this past 
July 26, 27 and 28 at the Regal Constellation Hotel. 
Special guests were Walter Koenig, Michael Dorn, J.M. 
Dillard, Larry 'The Doctor" Stewart and a host of too 
many other people to mention. Needless to say, 
KAG / KAN ADA left quite an impression on the lowly 
denizens of Toronto. I don't think they have quite 
recovered yet. Serves 'em right for messing with the 
Empire. 


An apology is also in order. Personal recollections 
of the convention were also to appear with the photo 
mintage, but as only two people out of the entire KAG 
Tingent that attended the convention submitted 
material for this report, K'Hack has taken it upon 
himself to dump the words and have the pictures do 
the talking. So to the two individuals who submitted 
text - Sorry! To the the rest of you lazy, good for 
nothing... A4TT 5ATTZI Get your shit together! 
'Nuff said! Photos by K'Hack, Kynda and several 
others who sent in photos but not their names! 
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subject on the ship's computer, all it had was a picture 
of a gathering of earthers dressed in unusual apparel. 
The exact coordinates of this ritual called Westerncon 
was on the grounds of a Federation institution of 
higherf?) learning called the University of British 
Columbia in the city Humans call Vancouver. I was 
unable to locate the Commander of the Lethal Fury, 
but fortunately I was in contact with members of the 
KDC/Kanada and members of the Terran Empire. 

Registration this year at Westerncon was extremely 
well organized, no mix ups or lost membership fees. 
Accommodations, on the other hand, were 
disorganized. It took my first officer and I an hour and 
a half to get to the front of the Accomodation's 
Registration line. They had only two computers 
running at one time, leading to extremely long line- 
ups, even though we were smart, and booked our 
rooms in advance. All they had to do to alleviate line- 
ups and delays was to divide the alphabet into three 
different lines to speed up the processing of the 
convention participants. 

I was able to sit in on these informative panels: 

Klingon Planetary Evolution, with speakers 
Shadowhawk Dudley and Vaughn Pickett 

Klingon Ko-operation: the speakers were once again 
the top brass of the KDC 

Klingon Language Lessons/ Klingon 101: the speakers 
were Betty Bigelow and Ian Marlowe of the KDC 

Klingon Klothing: with Paula Christ-Pickett, an ex 
costumer for ST:TNG and Kira tai Drexa 

Klingon History and Culture: Betty Bigelow, Paula 
Christ-Pickett, and Ian Marlowe 

Klingon Etiquette: Kira Tai Drexa and Ian Marlowe 

As I and my first officer strolled through the 
'Ferengi Bazaar' looking for that certain item that 
would be perfect to add to our uniforms, we couldn't 
help but wonder where the dealers in Star Trek 
memorabilia were. My first officer and I counted only 
two dealers who had anything substantial in this 
regard. Out of the twenty five dealers that were there, 
16 of the remaining dealers sold items of anachronistic 
origin. Of that 16, one sold anachronistic costumes, 
and one sold medieval armour and weaponry. 

Of the remaining 7 dealers, one was a custom 
design T-Shirt-While-U-Wait dealer, two gaming 
dealers, etc. 

At Westercon, once again this year the hospitality 
suites were well stocked with just about every poison 
known to sentient beings, with just a few exceptions, 
like my favourite, Romulan Ale. 

Westerncon this year was, overall, a very big 
disappointment except for the tlhlngan programming, 
which I thought was informative and enlightening, 
especially for me, since I was doing the 'Klingon thing' 
for first time. 


Lt K'Qyr vestai-Batlh 
IKV Deadly Scorpion. 


EATION CON: 
ONTREAL 


An after action report 

Hail Capitalism! (I guess). On July 20th and 21st 
the future showed up in our fair city in profit oriented 
garb. Well, until the local fan organized Con-Cept 91 
rolls around the comer, you take what you can get. 

The activities ran the fairly common gamut: news & 
previews, bloopers, Q&A, trivia and a large dealer 
contingent. Nichelle Nichols was the honored guest; 
she's a very warm person and her stage appearance 
was, no doubt, the high point of the event. I pity her 
right wrist for all those autographs. 

But enough of this mushy sentimentality! A 
number of members of the crew of the IKV 
EMPEROR'S FIST were present as volunteers to the 
organization (Creation), mostly as security personnel, 
gleefully scaring Flatheads and insulting the odd 
Vulcan (live poor and die soon, suckers!). I tell ye 
Brothers, them humans sure fear authority. 

One of the pains to visitors was the fact that the 
Palais des Congres was also hosting the famed "Saudi 
Exhibit". Now, these Arab Dudes insisted on 
everyone entering the building undergoing a metal 
detector and bag search; this after we spent our tax 
dollars to protect these mothers asses! To quote 
K'Hack, our honored sector commander -"Damn no 
weapons policy!". 

We had a KAG recruiting booth which was 
continually manned; 15 confirmed new recruits and 20 
more probable. KAI the Que-Mar Squadron, KAI 
KAG! The model making and illustrative talents of 
our own K'Hack were also on display here and drew 
many an admiring stare from Klin-folks and Feddies 
alike; Q'apla K'Hack! Incidentally, it's noteworthy to 
mention that the Creation people were slightly jealous 
of us; our booth generated more crowd interest than 
theirs! 

We presented Nichelle with both an Honorary 
Membership to KAG/KANADA and an Esteemed 
Adversary certificate. K'Hack and yours truly also 
obtained something else... her signed surrender to 
KAG/KANADA, on the cover of the July 91 
Disruptor! (no less). 

To sum it all up, prices were a little high, some 
were disappointed, the guest was loved by all and WE 
had fun and kicked butt! 

Lt K'Retak Vestai Wo'KveQuani 


Well, that's all for my con review, Klin folks! 


IKV EMPEROR'S FIST 
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. Previous Page; Clockwise from top: Kynda, K'Tan, Kisbet & 
K'Hack man the KAG table; Michael Dorn gives Minax a 
makeup tip; Typically crowded Dealers Room; Crowded 
ballroom with the bridge of the USS E.Pearse a big draw; 
Ambassador uniform for sale! 

This page clockwise from above: Walter Koenig captivates 
the crowd; Michael Dorn. .."Who is this guy with the funny 
accent?"; Members of KAG and other fellow Klingons pose 
for the cameras after the Masquerade. 
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Previous Page; Clockwise from top right: K'Hack strikes a 
pose; silly Feddie, getting in the way of our photo shoot; 
kynda holds a bunch of Feddies and 'The Doctor" at bay; 
The Klingons that stroll together wreck havoc together. 

This page clockwise from top: Picard meets with the 
members of KAG!; recruit them while they are young we 
say!; K'Lori-Ann & Kisbet on patrol; K'Lori-Ann puts in her 
time behind the boards. 
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Clockwise from top right: C'Hil and K'Tan plot with a 
fellow Klingon brother as to how they may disrupt the 
proceedings in the Holodeck; Minax and K'Hack present a 
smiling Michael Dorn with a KAG T-shirt, pin and 
membership to KAG/KANADA; C'Hil and a new friend - 
Hey K'Tan, can I keep her - Please!!!!; Kalak, Kynda and 
K'Hack - representatives of the Quemar Squadron strut 
their stuff. 



mmm. 
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With the explosive expansion of KAG / KAN ADA 
in the past few months, it has become impossible 
for our beloved leader to continue to offer The 
DISRUPTOR! to the membership for free. 

Therefore after this issue a subscription fee will 
have to be applied. This decision had to be made in 
order that our leader and his number one consort 
do not have to declare bankruptcy from postal bills. 
The fee which has been decided upon is $8.00/ year. 

In order to receive the next DISRUPTOR! 
promptly, please send your check or money order 
as soon as possible made out to: 

John Gannon 

3962 Dundonald Drive, 

Petawawa, Ontario 
K8H 2W2. 

We regret having to make this decision, but we 
would appreciate your co-operation in this matter. 

If you have any problems with meeting this 
subscription fee or if you can aid a fellow klin in 
getting a copy of The DISRUPTOR /, please write the 
Chief Print Lackey (See KAG/Kanada Directory 
included with this issue for address). We will try to 
match patron to client. 

Our thanks - The Staff of The DISRUPTOR! 
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NEWS ITEM #1 

As we all know. Star Trek VI - The Undiscovered 
Country will be opening 13 December 1991. I have 
given this some thought and I see a possibility here for 
KAG Kanada to score another coup! I urge all local 
KAG units to contact theatres in their area and discuss 
the possibility of KAG attending the premiere in 
uniform! Play up the great publicity aspect that the 
theatre will garner (as well as us). Maybe a deal for 
block seating up front, or maybe even Klingon ushers, 
if the theatre will go for it! Regardless we should not 
let this opportunity to pass us by. Here is a big chance 
to show up the Federation (again) and isn't that one of 
the reasons we joined? 

NEWS ITEM #2 

The total membership of KAG/ Kanada now stands 
at 238. This is an incredible number of personnel! Well 
done to all of you who have done this fantastic 
recruiting job. This makes KAG/Kanada fully a fifth of 
the total KAG/International strength, and we just keep 
growing! 

NEWS ITEM #3 

For those people who are still struggling to get a 
uniform put together. Lady Kisbet vestai-Dyzala 
renews her offer to assist by word or by deed in the 
making of your uniform. If interested, you may contact 
Lady Kisbet at the following address and phone 
number: 

Lady Kisbet Vestai Dyzala 
3962 Dundonald Drive 
Petawawa, Ontario 
K8H 2W2 
(613) 687-6436 

NEWS ITEM #4 

With the opening of Star Trek VI on December 13th, 
1991, The Disruptor is looking for your opinion of the 
movie since there is to be lots of Klingons. So while 
you're there, make an opinion of what you think!. The 
Disruptor is looking for opinions! The Deadline for 
this part of the Disruptor is all the way til end of the 
first week of January. I'm not looking for essays, just a 
couple of lines will do. Please send this part of the 
submission to the Chief Print Lackey! Now I'll know 
who an active KAG member! 

REVIEW #1 

PERRY'S PLANET BY JACK C. HALDEMAN II. 

No, this is not a new Star Trek novel, but it is a 
good one. This book was published in February 1980, 
long before the current run of novels took off. 

Those who have read a wide array of science fiction 
will recognize the name of the author. He and his 
brother Joe are both accomplished Sci-Fi and Star Trek 
writers. In this offering, Mr. Haldeman depicts Classic 


Trek as it was and as it could have been. 

The characters are well presented, although Sulu, 
Chekov, and Uhura suffer their usual neglect, and the 
Klingons that he sends against the crew of the 
Enterprise are both believable and efficient. You can 
accept that they are a credible threat to our heroes, as 
well as the planet, and what they find there. I was 
taken several times to think of a Classic Trek episode. I 
am convinced that we fans would have raved and 
cheered a script by Mr. Haldeman, and the book here 
would have been a fine 2 hour episode. 

I rate this one well, especially considering how little 
information was available to the author at this time. 
Overall, 7 out of 10. 

Haunt the used book stores, but read this book. 
REVIEW #2 

VULCAN BY KATHLEEN SKY. 

This book is also one of the early Trek novels. 
Unlike Mr. Haldeman's book, however, Ms. Sky has 
taken her 'I want to sleep with Mr. Spock' fantasies 
and forced the rest of us on her trip to sexual Nirvana. 
The basic premise is a brilliant scientist comes aboard 
the Enterprise, who also happens to hate Vulcans with 
a level of intensity that borders on the insane. 

Doctor Katalya Tremain (notice the name, Katalya- 
Kathleen) of course, is the beautiful scientist who is 
forced to work with Mr. Spock. Naturally they end up 
trapped together, and it comes out that she actually 
loves Vulcans! Surprise, she ends up bedding Spock, 
who sees the logic in it all, of course. What a waste of 
time! I urge you all to locate every copy of this piece of 
tripe and burn it! Then once the books are destroyed, 
we will send Ms. Sky to live on a small island with 
Sondra Marshak and Myma Culbreath, and the three 
of them can sit around and tell Spock sex fantasies to 
each other without bothering the rest of us. 

NO RATING - 1 WILL NOT DIGNIFY THIS PIECE 
OF CRAP WITH A SCORE! 

REVIEW #3 

OSFS STATEMENT. Published by the Ottawa Science 
Fiction Society. 

This newsletter has been publishing for 171 issues 
at the last count and so it can and should be accepted 
as the voice for sci-fi fandom in the Ottawa region. 
They cover everything from Star Trek to comics; SF 
books to con listings; and a good level of 
correspondence concerning the state of SF in general 
throughout Canada. While only half the size of 
DISRUPTOR, they are published 12 times a year and 
each issue is jammed with articles. If you want to 
know what is happening in the sci-fi community in 
Eastern Ontario/Western Quebec, then this is the 
newsletter for you. Contact: Lionel Wagner, 17-368 
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Zephyr Ave, Ottawa, Ontario, K2B 6A1 
REVIEW #4 

AEHALLH - NEWSLETTER OF R.U.F. 

This is the newsletter of our new Romulan 
competitors. It shows signs of developing into the 
next D1SRUPTOR, Romulan style of course. The 
articles are fun, informative, and with the proper 
Romulan bias one would expect. 

The Rihannsu are obviously determined to have 
fun with their newsletter, and it looks like it will be a 
joy to read in the months to come. Their only 
drawback so far is they seem to be on the verge of 
formalizing some sort of treaty with SFC in the USA. 

It remains to be seen if R.U.F. is a 24th century 
group or a 23rd century group like KAG. On a 
personal note, I must say that I approve of the Black 
Rose logo used throughout the newsletter. I look 
forward to seeing future issues of AEHALLH. 

Contact: Lisa Hartjes, 3468 Mulcaster Rd, 

Mississauga, Ontario, L5L 5B3 

REVIEW #5 

MINDSCANNER #5-9 

Remember I reviewed Mindscanner #3 and 4 in the 
last Disruptor? Well since that time, 5 more issues of 
this essential text to KAG have come out. (Either we're 
slowing down or the Epetai is speeding up. I don't 
think we're slowing down...) 

Once again all five are filled with lots of useful 
materials especially for those of you who are ship 
leaders! Since KAG has grown to large proportions, 
this text is no longer a freebie. The cost is $2 (US) /year 
well worth the stuff in return. (See Directory for 
Address.) One of the main features of the last issue 
was the recent promotion of our own beloved dictator 
leader to the Admiralty. KAG/Kanada is always well 
featured and it gives a great insight into the Thought 
Admiral's mind. Perhaps, the title Mindscanner is 
meant to scan the mind of the writer rather than the 
reader. Think about it! 

REVIEW #6 

SEASON PREMIERE: ST:TNG 

Well, the highly anticipated resolution to last 
season's cliffhanger, was once again a letdown like the 
last one. Perhaps cliffhangers are meant to be let 
downs, I don't know, but a batting average of 1.000, is 
pretty bad. The conclusion this time had Worf not 
liking the Klingon style of things, the civil war ending 
rather quickly and the quick disappearance of Lursa 
and Betor. About the only good aspect of the episode 
was the explanation of Commander Sela's background 
and how Picard didn't believe it. Since according to 
Yesterday's Enterprise, their time didn't even know it 
happened. The views of the Klingon home world was 
good and we got to see how Klingons really have fun. 
All in all this episode could have been 2 hours long 
instead of the 1 hour quickie that it was. In general, 
they were again trying to finish off the episode in the 


amount of time allotted rather than let the story flow. 
It sort of reminds me of the story where a famous SF 
author was told to cut his novel to a specific page 
number so that the racks at the local supermarkets 
could fit four books instead of three and a half. This 
episode gets a 7.3 out of 10. 



38 





STARBASE TEN. 
THIS IS STARFLEETT 
. COMMAND... 
k COME IN... . 

COME IN... / 
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(Editors Note - The Line Descriptions are still coming in! It 
is great to see how many of you are developing the 
background of your personas. Keep it up! Next time we will 
bring you more lines and some special surprises). 


The Three Faces of the Empire 



Romulan/Fusion Imperial Race Human/Fusion 


KLINGONS ALL - VICTORIOUS TOGETHER! 


HOUSE NAME: 
House Type: 
Composition: 
Size: 

Age: 

Epetai: 


Symbol: 


Wo'KveQani 

Closed 

100% Imperial 
7,700 -7,800 
263 years 
Ku'uzan Epetai 
Wo’KveQani (current) 
presumed Thought Ruler 
of Imperial Intelligence. 
BaQlah over the initial of 
the Home World (in 
black) over a blue field 
bordered in gold. 



during the same day, two attempts against the 
Emperor's life (a rare occurrence indeed). Since the 
thwarting of said attempts involved great cunning, 
tactical awareness, shrewd' second guessing and 
greater than "normal"personal risks (and was 
accompanied by the survival of the Epetai himself), 
honors were bestowed to K'Varek who then promptly 
asked for Imperial sanction over a name change; the 
request was granted, begetting what was to become a 
great House. K'Varek believed in the ethos of his 
former line but also held the contention that they 
weren't carried far enough. This position has created a 
line which is staunchly loyal to the Emperor as a 
godhead. Fusion Houses are actually held in contempt 
(though never underestimated) and even some of the 
more lenient Imperial Houses are sneered at. Contrary 
to the Somaran House, this usually leads to hatred of 
individuals. 

The strong ethos of the line are often a source of 
worry to certain open houses. Klingon sociologist (a 
rare occupation in the Empire) seem to believe that the 
ideals of the House are indeed too strict, leading to an 
eventual lack of flexibility on the part of its members 
that could, given a change in Imperial policies, rent the 
House asunder. It is also surmised that the apparent 
lack of political power of the Wo’KveQani (when 
considering House size and age) stems from this 
overbearing rigidity. The name of the House itself can 
be traced to archaic Klingonaase words meaning 
"Defender of the Imperial Faith". As such, members of 
the House along with members of the WodLeq’nuk 
House form the bulk of the Imperial Guard (which 
also protects high level individuals with limited 
imperial powers such as special mediators, 
ambassadors, etc.). Indeed, within the line, this is 
considered the most honorable function, being 
followed in status by service in Imperial Security or 
Intelligence, Heet service being held as acceptable and 
anything else is dishonorable (although recent efforts 
to gain political influence may force a modification of 
these "in house" views). 

Honor and martial virtues are so highly viewed 
that isolated instances of infanticide have been noted 
when some parents considered the youth not to 
possess the "proper" qualities; of course this is not an 
activity sanctioned by the House. In short, most other 
Klingons believe the Wo'KveQani to be Klin-folk with 
an attitude. 

K'Retak 


The House Wo'KveQani was formed 263 years ago 
when K'Varek (then K'Varek Zantai Somaran, leader of 
the Emperor's Personal Guard) personally defeated 
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HOUSE NAME: 
House type: 
Composition: 
Size: 

Age: 

Epetai: 

Symbol: 


Wodleq'nuk 

Closed 

100% Imperial 
10,500-10,700 
Unknown 

K'Reegah Epetai Wodleq'nuk 
(missing in action) 

Hovtaj (stardagger) covering 
the Imperial trefoil. 



The Wodleq’nuk is possibly one of the oldest 
Houses in existence in the Empire today, some say the 
ancestor of the line stood by the side of the first 
Emperor, although no documentation exist to 
substantiate this. The name of the House itself is a 
form of ancient Klingonaase which literally means"the 
Emperor's weapon", for the Wodleq'nuk are 
traditionally hunters, members of the elite Imperial 
Guard, charged with the personal security of the 
Emperor and Imperial family. But their duties go far 
beyond the protection of the Emperor, it is but one of 
the many duties befalling the Hunters, they also act as 
troubleshooters for the Empire, their motto could be 
"Have disruptor, will travel", for they truly are the 
Emperor's arm. 

For the Wodleq'nuk, there is no greater honor than 
to serve with the Imperial Guard. In fact, they form 
with the Wo'KveQani House the main body of the 
Guard. They are also well established within the 
Imperial Intelligence and Security, serving with the 
Navy or Marines is judged to be merely adequate, but 
still honorable nonetheless. Some of them even 
managed to succeed in the Imperial Diplomatic Corp, 
with their own brand of philosophy: "Speak softly and 
carry a big disruptor!" 

The Wodleq'nuk have strong and deep ties with the 
Wo'KveQani House, these two lines having been allies 
for more than two centuries. In spite of differences in 
attitudes, and with the Empire’s superior interests as a 
main concern, they chose long ago to avoid the usual 
squabbling and rivalry between Houses that marks 
much of Klingon history as these were considered 
counter-productive and contrary to common good. 
Other Houses usually try to avoid conflicts with them. 


for they are considered to be formidable and 
dangerous adversaries when angered. As a matter of 
fact, no quarrels, although quite rare, are tolerated 
between members of both Houses. They are usually 
resolved in an honorable manner, the very recalcitrant 
facing termination by his own people for being 
unworthy of his House's name and honor. The sense 
of honor is so deeply rooted among them that a 
Wodleq'nuk would rather Remove than risk staining 
his House's name and honor by his mistake or failure. 

Fiercely loyal to the throne, the Wodleq’nuk are 
strongly attached to traditions, and yet can adapt very 
quickly to changes occurring in Klingon society, as 
long as those changes do not threaten the throne or the 
traditional values and structures of the Empire. They 
will integrate easily new technologies, weapons and 
tactics, working hard to always have the edge. Their 
adaptability has always been an important factor in 
helping them to keep on top of things and allowed 
them to survive the treacherous waters of Klingon 
politics while remaining a strong and honorable 
House. 

The creation of fusions and their introduction into 
Klingon society was one instance where the 
Wodleq'nuk traditionalism was at odds with a major 
transformation of the fabric of society. In fact, it 
caused quite an uproar amongst Klingons, many not 
accepting the integration of these half-breeds, being 
unworthy of bearing the name of Klingons. Although 
the Wodleq'nuk disagreed with the Emperor's 
approval of the Fusion project, their traditional loyalty 
to the Throne led them to support the decision and 
brought swift termination to those perceived as being 
a threat to Imperial authority, even when they 
belonged to the High Council, the Wodleq'nuk soon 
came to recognize Fusions as valuable assets to the 
Empire, as they eventually proved their worthiness. 
The strict House traditions, though, will not allow 
Fusions to join the line and unions with them are 
strictly forbidden. 

The Wodleq'nuk children begin martial training at a 
very early age, aiming to become the perfect fighting 
machine,the ultimate warrior. Their spartan training 
do bring about some casualties among the young 
trainees, but losses are acceptable to the House, for it 
weeds out the weak and unworthy from the family 
gene pool and helps to maintain a line of strong 
survivors and superior warriors, where females are 
considered and treated as equals. They learn early to 
be even tempered (not an easy thing for a Klingon!) 
and not to be dominated by their emotions but to 
control and channel them, they may look cool and 
easy going but do not be deceived, when needed, they 
will explode into action with the searing fury of a 
photon torpedo. 

K'Hwynn 
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RECRUITS WANTED! 

Have you ever watched Star Trek and wished that 
you could be a STARFLEET officer? Do you want to 
meet people who love the show as much as you do? 

YOU ARE NOT ALONE!!! 

Travel the stars with STARFLEET, the ultimate in 
Star Trek role-playing clubs!! Help us make this new 
club even better by joining now! For more 
information, contact: 

STARFLEET COMMAND 
4109 Konya Dr. 

Torrance, CA 
90503 USA 

For a prompt reply, please send a Self Addressed 
Stamped Envelope. (SASE) 

Live Long and Prosper and keep on Trekkin'!!! 

SASH PINS MADE TO ORDER 

Want to add that special sash pin to display your 
status, your line and your glory? Kiva can make it for 
you. The KAG/Kanada Quartermaster makes line 
pins, kill stripes and just basically all the jewelry you 
can think of for your honour sash. Prices depend on # 
of colours, intricacy and size of pin. For more 
information, write: 

SgtMaj Kiva tai-Paghtlhingan, 

32 Amos Ave, 

Waterloo, Ontario 
N2L 5G3. 

TEST SPECIMENS WANTED! 

Tribbles wanted for testing a new tribble 
disintegrator! If you think your pet torturing device 
fits the bill, please send it to Dr. Greensheep, c/o C. 
Jones, K-7 Space Station, floating near Sherman's 
Planet. 



"As Minax reached forward, Kintax backed away in 
an effort to dodge the lethal thrust aimed at his throat. 
Fortunately Minax's superior training allowed him to 
outguess his opponent and he dove forward and 
intercepted his opponents retreat. Yet again. Marine 
training had won and Kintax's lifeless body slumped 
to the ground." 

If you want to be one of KAG Kanada's Elite, then 
become a true Klingon and be a marine. Our numbers 
are few, as the blood rituals involved scare many faint 
hearted fools (Navy Wogs) away. 

For the sake of the Empires future, we need strong 


and brave warriors to carry on the traditions. 

KAG Kanada's members now exceed 100, and only 
a few courageous Klingons have deigned to prove 
themselves as true warriors by applying to be Marines. 
I know that some of you out their were recruited and 
never told about the boldest of the Klingons. Now is 
your opportunity to show your true grit! Become a 
Klingon Marine and attain honour, fame and renown! 

The future is ours to make. Glory is for those who 
seek it! 

If these words make your heart race and your blood 
boil, then contact: 

Major Minax Vestai Gashtor. 



Report by: Sgt K'Talmir Banezin 
Chief Engineer - IKV Havoc 

Klingon Warp Drive design hasn't changed 
much over the last 200 years since the 
introduction of the KWA-1 engine. The first few 
models had a bad reputation of leaking radiation, 
that prisoners were forced to work in the 
engineering section. Over the next 200 years, 
small improvements in design and shielding 
finally remove this dangerous element from the 
vessels, much to the disappointment of Ship's 
Security, but the engine's outer appearance 
basically remained the same. 

During the last 20 years, the alliance with the 
Federation has brought about some major 
upgrading in our warp mechanics and the 
introduction of the Transwarp Drive into the 
Klingon mainstream. 

Creating the KTWD-1 engine that first saw 
service in the L-24 Alliance Class XIV Battle 
cruiser that had the outer appearance of the 
Federation FTWD-'l engine. 

The first totally Klingon designed engine to 
see active duty is the new D-4 fltaker Class IX 
Attack Cruiser (first seen in the ST:TNG 
"Reunion" Episode.) 

I would enjoy hearing from other 
Design / Engi neering Officers serving within our 
great fleet. 

Communications can be sent to: 

Sgt K'Talmir Banezin 
c 1 o Ken de Lepper 
214-350 Mayfield Ave. 

Vanier, Ontario 
K1L7W1 

(Note: There were supposed to be several illustrations 
that would have enhanced this article but some low 
down Feddie waylaid them enroute to us and as we 
had to go to press we decided to run the text as is. We 
hope to print the illustrations next issue. Our 
apologies to Sgt K'Talmir.- Ed.) 
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(Editor's Note - The following document was out" their characters. This system combines the 
received from the previously unknown KLINGON simplicity offered by adventures featured in 
STARBASE CODENAME: TALON. Your feedback 'which-way' systems with the unpredictability of 
on this proposal would be most appreciated.) random roll-determination tables. 


ATTENTION: ALL WARRIORS OF KAG/ 
KANADA 

"It is with honour that the Klingon Empire 
announces the activation of STARBASE 
"TALON". This facility will be the base of 
operations for the elite strike force to be 
known as the IRON TALON KORPS. SB 
TALON will also serve as a testing and 
training installation for recruits in the 1TK. 

This message is an open invitation 
to all warriors of 

KAG/KANADA to 
submit applications 
for the ITK. 

Successful 
applicants 
will be 
admitted 
to the 

IRON 
TALON 
KORPS 
training 
program. 

The ITK will 
undoub-tedly 
prove to be an 
invaluable tool 
to the Klingon 
Empire. 

There is no 
dishonour in 
rejection, nor in 

failure to pass the rigorous testing 
procedures of the ITK. Only by not even 
trying could you acquire the mantle%*' honour. 
After all ... 

THERE ARE FAR LESS GLORIOUS WAYS TO 
DIE! 

Thought General Mragg 
Kommandant SB TALON" 

The IRON TALON KORPS is a role-play-by- 
mail system specifically designed for all members 
of KAG/KANADA as one method of "fleshing 


Your character will be introduced to SB 
TALON, an installation located within the 
old Imperial/Federation Neutral Zone,; 
confronted by all manner of hostile 
adversaries and situations in the 'testing 
stage' and, if successful, sent on an 
elaborate first mission. In the future, we 

hope to 
run a 
number 
of multiple 
player 
advent-ures 
as well. 

All that's 
required to 
participate 
is an imag- 
i n a t i v e 
interest in 
STAR TREK 
and, spec- 
ifically, the 
Kling- 
o n 
Empire 
(you 
are a 
member 
of KAG, 
right?); the 
ability to visualize 
imaginary situations; an 
intense desire to survive 
and succeed; and an SASE 
per turn (usually a max- 
imum of two per month). 

So, what are you waiting for? Drop a line to: 

LT BARL'AKH TAI WARG, 

C/O DAVID SWEET, 

4769 MCDOUGALL CRESCENT, 

NIAGARA FALL, ONTARIO, 

L2E 1B8. 

Your introductory information package will be 
sent out the same day! 
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Editor's Note - The following are a few shots that were 
taken at the Recent Montreal Creation Convention. 
Needless to say the Quemar Squadron had things well 
inhand. Creation just might not come back to Montreal! 
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Your Belayed Editor asks 'Have you contributed to 
Th® DISRUPTOR! yet? If you haven't - Then get right to it! 1 
want to see your words and art in The DISr^UPTOBi! It would 
be in your best interest to see that I am not disappointed! 
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